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THE   HIGH   MILLS. 


CHAPTEE     I. 

HAUNTING  VISIONS. 

"  I  climb  the  hill :  from  end  to  end 
Of  all  the  landscape  underneath 
I  hnd  no  place  that  does  not  breathe 
Some  gracious  memory  of  my  friend. 

'^  No  grey  old  grange,  or  lonely  fold, 
Or  low  morass  and  whispering  reed, 
Or  simple  stile  from  mead  to  mead, 
Or  sheep-walk  up  the  windy  wold." 

TElSOfTSON. 

^'  And  I  can't  describe  to  you  the  agony  it 
was  to  see  them  reach  the  millsy  and  to  hear 
my  father  crying  out  at  vie.'' 

It  was  Tuesday  mormng,  and  the  blind 
beggar's  visit  bad  been  on  Saturday,  and 

VOL.  II.  B 
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had  not  been  repeated ;  yet  Micliael  found 
it  impossible  to  think  of  him  without 
those  lines  from  George  Ambray's  letter 
describing  his  dream  ringing  in  his  ears. 

He  knew  well  that  Bardsley  was  one  of 
the  people  whom  George  had  seen  in  his 
dream  going  to  the  mill  with  evil  tidings  of 
him.  He  had  been  unable  for  the  last  two 
days  auf?  nights  to  put  from  him  a  sense  of 
George's  being  near;  watching,  as  he  had 
told  Nora  he  had  done  in  his  dream,  the 
threatened  mischief  to  his  name  and  the 
pm-e  memories  of  him  which  Hved  about  his 
home. 

Michael  could  scarcely  conceive  an  image 
more  tragic  than  that  of  the  returning  pro- 
digal held  back  by  some  implacable  hand, 
while  his  sins  alone  should  arise  and  go  to 
his  father. 

Each  day  since  he  had  first  come  to  the 
mills  his  friendship  for  George  had  been 
strengthened.  He  had  known  him  only  in 
his  shame  and  sorrow ;   but  now  the  reality 
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of  what  lie  was  before  was  felt  by  Micbael 
almost  as  well  as  if  be  bad  been  familiar 
witb  bim  from  cbildbood.  * 

Brigbt  and  bealtbful  memories  of  George 
were  incessantly  gusbing  up  from  tbe  past, 
and  veiling  Micbael's  stained  image  of  bim ; 
gracing  and  purifying  it  as  tbe  waters  of  a 
fountain  gi^ace  and  purify  a  discoloured  and 
mutilated  statue  over  wbicb  tbey  play. 

Lamberburst  was  full  of  bim.  Tbere 
was  scarcely  a  spot  known  to  Micbael 
wbicb  Ambray  bad  not  pointed  out  to 
Mm  as  tbe  scene  of  some  wonderful  per- 
formance of  George's,  or  connected  witb 
bim  in  one  way  or  anotber. 

Tbat  knoll  between  tbe  pines  was 
"  wbere  my  son  tbrew  Marsbam,  tbe 
greatest  wrestler  in  tbe  country."  And 
after  bearing  tbis,  Micbael  never  saw  tbe 
knoll  witbout  seeing  also  a  dim  sculpturing 
of  forms,  among  wbicb  one  only  stood  out 
distinct — gladiator-like — beautiful,  as  tbe 
pale  face  be  knew  so  well  must  have  been 
in  its  brigbt  health. 
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The  Long  Eidge  fields  were  where 
*^  that  young  rascal  won  the  foot-race/' 
and  where  now  Michael  could  never  look 
and  not  see  the  flying  figure,  the  feet 
scarcely  touching  the  sunny  grass,  the 
flushed  face  certain  of  success. 

It  had  truly  become  to  him  more  like 
an  actual  than  an  imaginary  object, — that 
figure  which  haunted  Michael's  paths, 
stealing  upon  him  in  all  places,  gliding 
over  the  grass  in  his  white  cricket  shoes. 

At  one  time  it  would  be  as  the  admired 
young  athlete,  his  eyes  downcast  with  the 
graceful  modesty  of  unrivalled  power,  at 
another  as  the  calmly  triumphant  lover  of 
'^ojca, — so  handsome  that  the  vaguest  smile, 
the  simplest  remark  from  his  lips  must 
needs,  it  seemed  to  Michael,  be  more  win- 
ning than  a  year's  courtship  from  one  less 
gifted  than  this  young  ideal  of  his:  this 
wonder  growing  upon  him  from  the  past, 
for  ever  increasing  and  strengthening  those 
claims  he  already  had  on  him. 
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Micliael  liad  made  his  hero  out  of 
somewliat  commonplace  materials  ;  but 
owing  to  the  life  he  had  led,  which,  apart 
from  his  hard  work,  had  been  a  very 
child's  life,  there  was,  perhaps,  no  kind 
of  character  so  fitted  at  that  time  to 
fascinate  his  untaught  imagination  as 
George   Ambray's. 

Michael  had  read  so  Httle,  had  associated 
so  httle  with  minds  in  a  better  condition 
than  his  own,  that  he  was  unfit — not 
through  any  natural  grossness,  but  through 
simple  inexperience — to  understand,  with- 
out help,  a  character  whose  worth  was 
veiled  under  misfortunes,  either  physical 
or  mental.  Dehcate  shades,  subtile  intrica- 
cies were  lost  upon  him  ;  his  mind  required 
an  idol  made  on  the  commonest  principles 
of  strength  and  beauty ;  and  in  George  he 
had  found  this. 

To  him  the  ruin  of  such  a  man  was 
more  tragic  than  the  ruin  of  a  thousand 
ordinary  beings — a    thing   to    be    tenderly 
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hidden  from  the  world,  and  most  of  all 
from  the  eyes  of  those  who  loved  him. 

With  such  feehngs  in  his  heart  for  the 
absent  and  helpless,  Michael  could  but 
regard,  the  bhnd  beggar's  appearance  at 
Lamberhurst  with  much  dismay  and  fore- 
boding, even  after  he  had  felt  reassured  as 
to  his  own  identity  remaining  unrecognized 
by  Bardsley. 

On  Monday  night  he  began  to  hope 
that  the  rain,  which  had  fallen  heavily 
all  day,  would  continue,  and  perhaps  weary 
out  the  old  man's  patience,  sicken  him  of 
his  errand,  whatever  it  might  be,  and  cause 
him  to  return  to  his  old  quarters. 

On  Tuesday  morning,  however,  he 
woke  to  disappointment,  for  he  no  sooner 
opened  his  eyes  than  he  saw  the  upper 
half  of  the  poplar  at  the  corner  of  the 
mill-field  stirring  in  golden  light,  tremu- 
lously— exultantly,  like  the  wand  of  some 
wizard  alchemist  in  a  crucible  when  a 
long-looked-for  change  has  come.  The 
first  warm  weather  of  the  year  had  set  in. 
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It  was  market-day  :  and  Ambray, 
Micliael,  and  Ma'r  S'one  were  going  to 
the  town  on  Mrs.  Moon's  business.  In 
addition  to  ber  farm,  mills,  and  hop- 
gardens, the  miller's  sister-in-law  carried 
on  a  small  corn-trade,  to  wMcb  Ambray 
had  for  many  years  lent  a  managing 
hand.  Since  his  illness,  Mrs.  Moon  and 
the  person  whom  she  had  put  into  the 
little  corn  shop  at  the  Bay  had  so  mis- 
managed things  that  on  the  day  Ambray 
and  his  wife  went  to  take  tea  at  Buck- 
holt  Farm  she  begged  quite  humbly  that 
he  would  resume  his  old  duties.  At  first 
he  decHned  doing  so,  but  the  remon- 
strances of  his  wife,  Michael,  and  Ma'r 
S'one  caused  him  to  change  his  mind, 
and  he  promised  to  go  to  the  Bay  and 
look  into  things  as  soon  as  health  would 
aUow  him. 

This  Tuesday  was  the  first  market-day 
that  he  had  found  himself  able  to  under- 
take the  journey. 
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The  tliree  set  off  in  Ambray's  waggon 
drawn  by  two  stout  farm  horses,  Michael 
driving,  and  Ma'r  S'one  sitting  at  the 
back. 

Ambray  was  very  silent  and  depressed 
because  as  they  started  he  had  seen  the 
meeting  of  Nora  and  some  of  her  friends 
who  had  ridden  over  from  the  Bay  to 
visit  her,  and  the  miller  had  thought  she 
had  blushed  and  brightened  overmuch  when 
General  Milwood's  nephew  stood  talking 
and  laughing  with  her  as  he  held  down 
the  fine,  angry  httle  head  of  his  black 
horse.  Reports  of  how  much  more  time 
than  usual  this  young  gentleman  had 
spent  at  Stone  Crouch  during  Nora's  visit 
there  had  come  to  Ambray's  ears,  and  he 
did  not  forget  them  as  he  watched  Nora 
beating  her  pink  palm  with  a  rose,  and 
talking  so  animatedly. 

Ambray  had  felt  very  angry  with  her 
as  he  drove  out  of  the  farm-yard,  and 
during  all  the  journey  was  as  gloomy  and 
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jealous  for  George's  sake  as  ever  George 
could  have  been  for  liis  own. 

^^  Look  at  her,"  he  had  muttered  to 
Michael.  ''  Silly  flirt !  How  do  I  know 
but  what  my  boy's  prospects  are  going 
to  the  ground,  being  fooled,  chattered, 
trifled  away  with  every  leaf  of  that  rose  ? 
Such  a  jackanapes  too  !  Ha,  I'd  hke  to 
lay  my  whip  about  his  shoulders." 

''  It  would  be  a  bad  move,  master," 
answered  Michael ;  ''  they  have  all  their 
flour  fi'om  us." 

*^  I  wish  it  may  choke " 

^'  'Chne  om-  'erts  !  "  murmured  Ma'r 
S'one. 

The  thought  that  Bardsley's  next,  and 
perhaps  last,  visit  to  the  mill  would 
probably  be  while  they  were  away  was 
a  source  of  so  much  satisfaction  to 
Michael,  that  he  enjoyed  the  jouinej  as 
he  had  not  enjoyed  anything  for  many 
months. 
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CHAPTEE  II. 

DAEKNESS   IN    DARKNESS. 

"  0  dark  !  dark  !  dark  !  amid  the  blaze  of  noon, 
Irrevocably  dark,  total  eclipse, 
Without  all  hopes  of  day  !  " 

Milton. 

It  was  four  in  tlie  afternoon  by  the 
market  clock  when,  the  business  of  the 
day  having  been  concluded,  Michael  drove 
to  the  spot  where  he  had  arranged  to 
meet  and  take  up  Ambray  and  Ma'r 
S'one. 

He  found  them  waiting  there.  Ambray 
had  fetched  his  coat,  and  was  crossing 
towards  the  waggon,  and  Ma'r  S'one  was 
doing  something  to  the  harness  at  MichaeFs 
direction,  when  all  three  were  caused  to  turn 
their  faces  up  the  street  by  a  sudden  cry. 
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It  was  not  a  cry  of  acute  pain,  fear, 
anger,  or  entreaty ;  it  was  not  a  cry  wrung 
out  by  any  sliarp  and  sudden  aggi'avation ; 
it  was  rather  such  a  cry  as  might  come 
from  a  creature  who,  in  the  lonehness  and 
darkness  of  night,  when  no  earthly  ear  can 
hear,  and  when  God  seems  further  than  the 
stars,  sets  free  some  misery  that  has  lain 
gagged  all  day,  and  lets  it  wail  aloud. 

It  was  a  girl's  voice,  and  its  youth  made 
its  anguish  the  more  penetrating  and  strange. 

It    did    not    soon    cease,   but    went    on 
minute  after  minute   till  every  one  in  the 
street  stood  still  and  turned  and  listened 
while  several  hurried  towards  the  spot  from 
which  the  sound  came. 

Thus  a  httle  crowd  soon  shut  from 
Ambray,  Michael,  and  Ma'r  S'one  the 
object  which  they  had  seen  when  they 
first  turned  their  faces  and  looked. 

This  was  the  figure  of  a  giil  standing  at 
the  edge  of  the  kerb-stone  with  her  hands 
stretched   a   little  forward,  the  palms  out- 
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wards,  as  if  site  were  feeling  for  the  wall  on 
tiie  wrong  side  of  the  pavement. 

By  the  time  Michael  had  consigned  the 
reins  to  Ma'r  S'one,  and  pushed  his  way  with 
his  master  through  the  httle  crowd,  the  girl 
was  sitting  on  the  kerhstone  where  she 
stood  a  minute  before,  and  the  cry  that 
still  came  from  her  lips  seemed  duller  and 
more  monotonous. 

She  appeared  to  be  about  sixteen  years 
old,  and  at  a  first  glance  Michael  thought 
her  but  a  commonplace,  slatternly,  ragged 
creatm-e,  differing  little  from  thousands  of 
others  he  had  seen  selHng  fruit  and  flowers 
in  the  London  streets. 

She  was  very  slight,  her  ragged  clothes 
hung  on  her  as  on  a  reed;  but  her  face, 
though  it  was  small,  was  not  thin  or 
pinched  with  want.  The  cheeks  and  lips 
were  at  this  moment  colourless,  but  it 
seemed  as  if  colour  had  only  recently  left 
them. 

The  head  from  which  the  bonnet    and 
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hair-net  liad  fallen  was  tkrown  back,  the 
eyes  were  closed,  the  face  was  uplifted 
with  an  expression  of  intolerable  misery. 

The  girl's  clothes  were  dark  and  travel- 
stained,  and  her  hair,  of  a  pale  and  rare 
flaxen  shade,  looked  strangely  out  of  place 
upon  her  drawn  up  brows  and  over  her 
shoulders,  which  were  pushed  up  by  her 
hands  being  rested  at  either  side  of  her  on 
the  low  kerb-stone  where  she  sat. 

These  hands  were  red  and  black,  as  were 
also  the  Httle  bare  feet  resting  in  the  road. 

The  outline  of  the  upturned  chin  was 
singTilarly  perfect.  It  seemed,  indeed, 
touched — as  the  sunshine  fell  on  it — with 
a  most  tender  spiritual  beauty,  which  made 
one  imagine  that  some  unseen,  angehc 
hand  supported  it ;  and  kept  this  creature, 
so  young  and  so  helpless,  from  sinking 
utterly  in  those  depths  of  anguish  fi^om 
which  the  voice — flowing  di^earily  through 
the  parted  hps — appeared  to  come. 

^'  What's  this  about  ?    What's  the  matter 
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with  the  girl  ?  "  asked  Ambray  of  a  commer- 
cial traveller  who  stood  near  him. 

"  Oh,  she  pretends  she's  just  been  struck 
blind." 

"Pretends?"  echoes  Michael,  indignant, 
though  whether  with  the  speaker  or  the 
girl  he  hardly  knew. 

"  Struck  blind,"  Ambray  repeated;  '^  what, 
just  now?  " 

"  Hush,"  said  the  commercial  traveller. 
*'  Let  us  watch,  I  fancy  there'll  be  some 
fun  presently  :  that  pohceman  has  his  eye 
on  her.  I  fancy,  from  what  he  said,  he 
knows  her,  and  has  seen  this  game  before." 

"Ah,  the  young  baggage;  is  that  it?" 
murmured  Ambray,  beginning  to  feel  resent- 
ment at  having  been  duped  into  a  feeling 
of  pity  but  for  one  instant ;  and,  with  a 
stern  satire  in  his  eye,  he  set  himself  to 
watch  with  the  rest  of  the  crowd — to  watch 
and  judge  this  most  wicked  impostor  or 
most  bitter  sufferer,  whichever  she  might 
prove  to  be. 


DAEKNESS   IN    DAEKNESS.  15 

She  had  arraigned  herseK,  or  fate  had 
arraigned  her,  hefore  a  set  of  judges  which, 
perhaps,  represented  the  world  about  as 
faithfully  as  an  ordinary  court  of  justice 
does. 

The  larger  part  of  the  crowd  had  col- 
lected since  Ambray  and  Michael  had 
arrived  at  the  spot  ;  but  those  standing 
closely  round  the  girl  were  simply  the 
passengers  through  the  street  who  had 
been  all  simultaneously  stopped  in  their 
different  pursuits  and  thoughts,  and  com- 
pelled, by  this  sad  voice,  to  tm-n  and  ^x 
their  minds,  one  and  all,  on  the  same 
subject. 

The  number  of  these  was  about  fifteen, 
and  consisted  of  the  commercial  traveller, 
standing  by  Ambray ;  three  friends,  two 
of  whom  were  poor-law  guardians,  and 
one  an  impressionable  old  gentleman,  who 
boasted  of  never  being  deceived  in  his 
first  impressions  ;  the  watchful  poHceman ; 
a  little  tailor,  going  home  disappointed  of 
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some  money  lie  had  expected;  a  party  of 
young  ladies  and  gentlemen  just  returned 
from  a  yachting  excursion;  an  old  farmer 
and  his  wife ;  a  clergyman ;  a  tramp  of 
doubtful  character ;  and  a  httle  child  about 
three  years  of  age,  standing  with  its  finger 
in  its  mouth,  and  exactly  the  same  expression 
of  rueful  pity  in  its  face  as  Ma'r  S'one  had 
on  his  as  he  turned  round  while  standing 
holding  back  the  powerful  cart-horses,  meek 
as  lambs  against  his  feeble  arm. 

The  commercial  traveller  did  not  put  any 
question  to  the  girl,  as  most  of  the  others 
did  in  turn,  but  stood  prepared,  as  he  had 
said,  to  enjoy  the  fun  of  seeing  an  imposture 
detected,  an  impostor  hunted  down.  He 
was  a  hard-working,  honest  man,  who  lost 
something  considerable  yearly  in  actual 
pounds,  shillings,  and  pence,  through  not 
departing  a  little  from  his  own  ideas  of 
honesty.  This  loss  was  never  absent  from 
his  mind,  and  the  only  compensation  he 
found — for  the  world  offered  him  no  other — 


DARKNESS    IN    DARKNESS.  17 

was  dwelling  on  the  sufferings  of  tliose  wlio 
had  not,  hke  himself,  chosen  the  straight 
path.  His  virtue  was  as  a  wolf  within 
him,  demanding  for  its  food  the  tears  of 
detected  vice.  He  was  one  of  those  men 
whom  if  placed  among  the  sheep  on 
Christ's  right  hand  would  find  less  reward 
in  hearing  the  words  ^^  Come,  ye  hlessed," 
than  in  Hstening  to  the  ^^ Depart,  ye  cursed" 
uttered  to  the  goats  on  the  left  hand. 

Next  to  this  man  stood  Ambray,  who 
hated  law  for  the  simple  reason  that  it  had 
always  gone  hand  in  hand  with  Mrs.  Moon 
against  him.  This  caused  him,  though 
his  own  judgment  was  hard  against  the 
girl,  to  regard  the  delighted  excitement  of 
his  commercial  neighbour  with  much  dis- 
gust ;  and  he  could  not  help  comparing 
him  in  his  mind  to  a  great  blue-bottle  fly 
buzzing  with  dehght  as  he  watched  some 
feeble  and  pretty  creature  of  his  own  species 
entangUng  itself  in  a  spider's  web. 

The     three     friends    stood    nearest    the 
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vagrant — and  of  these  it  was  the  impres- 
sionable-looking gentleman  who  spoke  to 
her  most  often,  and  who  always  appeared 
more  and  more  convinced  of  her  sincerity 
and  innocence  each  time  he  spoke  to  her, 
whether  she  answered  him  or  only  con- 
tinued her  bitter  crying. 

His  friends  the  poor-law  guardians  did 
not  seem  greatly  impressed  by  his  opinion. 
One — the  perfection  of  whose  health  and 
toilet  showed  who  and  what  had  been  his 
chief  care  through  life — had  clearly  written 
on  his  handsome  face  an  intimation  to 
providence  that,  after  such  a  winter  as 
the  parish  had  undergone,  he  should  cer- 
tainly expect  this  to  prove  a  case  for  the 
prison  authorities,  and  not  for  the  poor-law 
board. 

The  person  who  leant  upon  his  arm  was 
also  a  rich  man,  but  one  who  had  grown 
cadaverous  and  hollow-eyed,  and  had  sick- 
ened of  his  sumptuous  fare,  his  purple  and 
fine  linen,  in  considering  the  sores  and  cries 
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of  those  wIlo  came  to  ask  for  the  crumbs  that 
fell  from  his  table.  He  was  a  charitable 
man  whose  charity  had  been  much  imposed 
upon;  and  as  he  stood  looking  at  the  girl 
none  in  the  crowd  doubted  her  more,  and 
none  were  so  anxious  to  believe  in  her  and 
to  give  her  assistance  and  comfort. 

The  policeman  stood  just  behind  the 
commercial  traveller,  whom  he  had  taken 
into  his  confidence.  With  his  hand  on  his 
hip,  he  Hstened  with  a  smile  of  supreme 
contempt  to  all  the  questions,  sharp  or 
gentle,  that  were  put  to  the  miserable 
girl,  and  to  the  answers  that  she  gave. 

The  disappointed  httle  tailor,  with  the 
black  cloth — in  which  he  had  just  taken 
home  the  work  for  which  he  had  not 
been  paid — twisted  round  his  arm,  stood 
a  Httle  aloof  h'om  the  others,  lost  in 
thought.  He  was  too  humble-minded  a 
man  not  to  have  accepted  instantly  the 
verdict  of  his  betters ;  and  one  glance  at 
the    poor-law    guardians,     the    poHceman, 


20  THE   HIGH    MILLS. 

and    commercial    traveller,   had  convinced 
him   as   to   tlie   depravity   of    the  creature 
whose  cries  had  stopped  his  feet  on  their 
sad  journey  homewards.      But   though  he 
accepted  the   verdict    undouhtingly,   there 
was-  a  furtive,   frightened,    but   an   almost 
fierce   anxiety  in   his   eye   as  to  the  judg- 
ment that  was  going  to  be  passed  on  the 
offender.      He  had  never   seen  her  before, 
yet  he  was  possessed  by  a  feeling  of  which 
he   was  greatly  ashamed,  but  which   none 
the   less   held  him   to   the  spot — a  feeling 
that    there  was   no    one    in    the    world   so 
well  able  as   himself  to   offer   evidence    as 
to  how  easy  might  have  been  the  slipping 
of  these  young  feet,  how  terribly  hard   it 
is  to  resist  the  slime  on  want's  steps  when 
the   head   is    giddy    with    hunger   and  the 
heart  sick. 

The  yachting  party  had  evidently  enjoyed 
a  gay  Httle  cruise,  and  were  rather  glad 
to  hear  and  believe  that  the  girl  was  an 
impostor,  and  that  consequently  there  was 
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no  need  for  them  to  put  aside  their  gaiety 
and  look  on  the  matter  in  a  serions  hght. 

The  old  farmer  and  his  wife  took  the 
whole  affair  as  one  of  the  amusements  of 
the  town — a  visit  to  which  was  an  utter 
failure,  unless  it  afforded  some  such  sight. 
They  only  removed  their  spectacles  from 
time  to  time  to  wipe  them  and  put  them 
on  again,  and  begin  the  study  of  the  town 
impostor  with  renewed  zest. 

The  tramp  of  doubtful  character  appa- 
rently had  many  if  not  good  reasons 
for  keeping  behind  the  policeman  as  much 
as  possible.  He  looked  very  haggard  and 
weary,  and  carried  his  boots  over  his 
shoulder  on  a  stick  that  had  as  vagabond- 
like an  expression  as  his  face.  His  eyes 
remained  fixed  on  the  young  girl,  wist- 
fially  alert  to  meet  her  eye,  and  signal 
to  her  with  as  much  force  as  could  be 
thrown  into  a  wink  that,  stranger  as  he  was, 
he  considered  her  game  was  up,  and  that 
the  sooner  she  made  off  the  better  it  would 
be  for  her. 
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The  clergyman  appeared  also  to  have 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  the  girl 
was  acting,  but  he  seemed  to  be  watch- 
ing the  little  crowd  about  her  with  almost 
more  interest  than  he  looked  at  her.  Per- 
haps this  was  because  he  knew  most  of 
these  persons  pretty  well,  and  was  won- 
dering with  melancholy  interest  which 
among  them  was  fitted  to  cast  the  first 
stone.  He  had  not  the  pleasure  of  the 
commercial  traveller's  acquaintance,  or 
doubtless  he  would  have  wondered  no 
longer;  for,  though  that  gentleman  was 
really  too  good-hearted  to  do  personal 
violence  to  any  one  if  he  could  help  it, 
yet,  as  far  as  right  went,  he  would  assuredly 
maintain  that  he  could  take  up  the  largest 
stone  at  hand,  and  smite  with  clear  con- 
science and  unerring  aim  straight  through 
the  hypocrite's  young  bosom  to  her  heart. 

The  little  child  and  Ma'r  S'one  were 
the  only  ones  who  regarded  her  simply 
as  being  in  trouble — who,  without  inquiring 
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as  to  the  why  or  the  wherefore,  turned  to 
each  other  with  faces  that  said  only,  with 
rueful  sympathy — "  Here  are  tears  !  " 

^'  Come,  my  poor  giii,"  said  the  impres- 
sionable gentleman,  tr5rLng  to  control  his 
excitement,  and  to  speak  calmly,  as  he  bent 
down  to  her,  ''try  and  tell  us  more  plainly 
how  this  came.  Were  you  crossing  the 
road — or  were  you  here  ?  " 

The  cry,  without  stopping,  uttered  the 
word — 

''  Here." 

*'  You  were  standing  or  walking  here 
a  few  minutes  since,  and  you  could  see 
plainly?" 

The  crowd  closed  a  little  to  hear  the 
words  with  which  the  cry,  still  unaltered 
in  tone,  was  now  burdened,  and  caught 
such  sentences  as — 

"  Oh,  this  darkness  !  Oh,  grandfather  ! 
Where  is  my  grandfather  ?  " 

**  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  that  ain't  the 
old  man's   cue  for   coming  on,"  whispered 
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the  policeman  to  tlie  commercial  traveller. 
**  You'll  see,  sir,  it'll  be  as  good  as  a  play 
afore  long.  The  old  raskil  'nil  come 
fambling  along  with  his  dog,  and  pretend 
to  hear  her  all  of  a  sudden,  and  call  her, 
and  find  out  she's  just  gone  bhnd,  and 
there'll  be  a  fine  scene  between  'em. 
They've  carried  on  the  exact  same  game 
at  Manchester,  Birmingham,  and  half  a 
score  of  other  places  ;  but  we've  got  'em 
now — lue've  got  'em  !  " 

'^You'll  be  fools  if  you  haven't,"  ob- 
served the  commercial  traveller.  "But  the 
girl  is  blind,  isn't  she  ?  " 

*^Yes,  sir,  bless  you,  blind  as  a  bat, 
and  always  has  bin." 

"Can  you  tell  us  what  there  is  oppo- 
site ?  What  you  saw  just  here  before  you 
lost  your  sight  ?  "  asked  sharply  the  poor- 
law  guardian,  with  the  florid  face. 

"  The  gentleman  might  be  sure  she'd 
been  well  put  up  to  all  that,"  sneered  the 
policeman. 
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'^Eather!"  agreed  the  commercial  tra- 
veller. 

It  so  happened,  however,  that  both 
found  themselves  mistaken  in  this  matter, 
for  the  girl  began  to  mm-mnr  about  things 
that  were  not  in  the  street,  and  that,  in 
fact,  seemed  to  belong  to  another  place 
altogether. 

The  policeman  rubbed  his  whisker  with 
a  puzzled,  uncomfortable  air,  these  mutter- 
ings  of  churches  and  factories  were  not  in  his 
programme.    He  could  not  understand  them. 

The  bitter  voice,  dull,  monotonous,  wail- 
ing, still  flowed  from  the  parted  Hps,  and 
for  a  minute  all  again  listened  to  it  without 
interruption,  while  the  sea,  moaning  at  the 
end  of  the  httle  street,  seemed  offering 
solemn  attestation  as  to  the  truth  and 
depth  of  its  misery. 

All  this  time  Michael  Swift  had  been 
looking  on  and  listening  with  feelings  more 
strong  than  any  one's  in  the  crowd. 

Like  the  Httle  tailor,  his  experiences  had 
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made  Mm  mercifal  and  slow  to  condemn. 
Like  the  impressionable  gentleman,  he  was 
susceptible  to  the  charm  of  soft  flaxen  hair 
and  a  lovely  profile,  and  hke  Ma'r  S'one  and 
the  Httle  child,  he  could  not  unmoved  see 
tears  pour  down  as  rain. 

These  weaknesses  in  his  nature  acting 
upon  one  another  caused  him  to  be  seized 
more  than  once  with  a  very  strong  wish 
that  the  commercial  traveller  or  the  police- 
man might  do  something  that  would  give 
him  a  fair  e^LCuse  for  knocking  one  or  both 
of  them  down. 

*' Now,"  he  heard  the  policeman  whisper 
as  he  stood  watching  them,  ^'  here  comes 
the  old  scamp,  sir.  Now  see  if  it  don't  all 
go  just  as  I  said." 

Michael,  turning  to  look  in  the  same 
direction  they  were  looking,  saw  coming 
quickly  down  the  street  a  blind  man  and 
a  dog,  whom,  with  a  sense  of  vague  alarm, 
he  instantly  recognized  as  Bardsley  and 
Jowler. 
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He  glanced  hastily  from  tlie  old  man  to 
the  girl,  and  fancied  by  her  face  she  heard 
him  coming.  Her  hps  and  closed  eyeHds 
trembled,  and  she  grew  much  paler. 

At  first  things  went  exactly  as  the  poHce- 
man  had  prophesied. 

The  old  man  came  along  with  a  swinging, 
agitated  step,  stopping  now  and  then  to 
listen  and  tremble,  and  turn  himself  about 
with  an  ak  of  great  confusion  and  distress 
of  mind. 

At  last  he  cried  out  passionately — 

^^  It  is  her  voice  !  Polly,  my  child,  where 
are  you  ?  " 

Then  suddenly  wringing  his  hands  and 
appealing  to  the  crowd,  he  cried — 

^'  What  is  this  ?  Why  are  you  all  gaping 
here  ?  What  has  happened  to  my  child  ? 
Why  is  she  crying  ?  Let  me  come  to  her. 
Oh,  let  me  come  to  her  !  " 

The  pohceman  and  commercial  traveller 
exchanged  smiles  as  they  parted  to  let  him 
pass  between  them. 
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The  impressionable  gentleman  hurried 
forward  to  meet  the  old  man,  and  staying 
him  by  laying  his  hand  on  his  tattered 
sleeve,  explained  to  him  hastily  but  gently 
what  had  befallen  the  girl. 

To  the  infinite  amusement  of  the  police- 
man and  commercial  traveller,  the  profound 
admiration  of  the  tramp,  and  the  disgust 
of  the  httle  tailor,  the  blind  man  appeared 
to  be  terribly  stricken  by  the  story. 

He  interrupted  it  constantly  with  bitter 
exclamations,  by  w^hich  he  managed  to  make 
known  that  this  calamity  had  been  the 
great  dread  of  his  life  since  he  had  had 
his  grandchild  left  solely  in  his  charge  and 
dependent  on  him ;  that  she  had  been  bhnd 
once  for  several  years  when  a  little  child, 
but  had  been  cured,  though  the  doctors  had 
warned  him  she  might  at  any  time  lose 
her  sight  again  suddenly.  And  now  the 
dreaded  blow  had  fallen  !  Now,  when  he 
had  not  a  farthing  in  the  world  to  help 
her  with. 
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^' Lei  me  pass,  sii-;  let  me  go  to  my 
child !  "  he  cried,  waving  his  arms  wildly. 

**  When  are  you  going  to  put  an  end 
to  this  ?  "  asked  the  commercial  traveller. 
*^  To  me  it's  a  sort  of  blasphemy." 

^' Wait  a  bit,  sir,"  whispered  the  police- 
man, with  superior  calmness.  "  Now,  hasn't 
it  been  almost  word  for  word  as  I  told  you  ? 
Now,  you'll  see,  sir,  when  he  says,  ^  Polly, 
Polly,  what  is  this  ?  '  the  girl  'ull  thi'ow 
herseK  into  his  arms  and  shriek  out, 
'  Daddy,  I'm  gone  blind  ?  '  and  make  every- 
body cry." 

"  I  have  my  pocket  handkerchief  ready." 

"  Well,  I  can  tell  you,  you  may  want  it, 
for  she  does  it  uncommon  well,  sir." 

^^  I  am  ready." 

So  likewise  is  old  Bardsley  ready.  He 
has  made  his  way  to  his  grandchild,  has 
cried  in  his  best  style,  ^'  Polly,  Polly,  my 
child,  what  is  this  I  hear?"  and  stands 
with  his  arms  outstretched  before  her. 

But  here  comes  something  that  is  not 
in  the  pohceman's  programme. 


30  THE   HIGH   MILLS. 

Polly  does  not  apparently  recollect  her 
cue. 

Instead  of  throwing  herself  in  her  grand- 
father's arms  and  crying,  ^'  Daddy,  daddy, 
I'm  gone  blind  !  "  she  does  no  more  than 
raise  herself  a  httle  from  the  pavement  by 
leaning  on  her  hands  ;  then  seems  to  stiffen 
in  all  her  limbs,  while  her  white  face 
stretches  towards  the  old  man,  and  her 
lips  tm-n  blue  in  trying  vainly  to  speak. 

Another  instant  and  she  has  fallen  to 
one  side  and  rolled  over  in  the  road  at 
Bardsley's  feet. 

With  far  less  effective  dramatic  action 
than  he  has  previously  shown  himself 
master  of,  the  old  man  goes  on  his  knees 
and  raises  her.  The  ^'  Polly,  PoUy,  what 
is  this?  "  that  he  mutters  in  her  ear  now 
is  not  nearly  so  touching.  The  voice  is 
sharp,  husky,  scarcely  audible. 

The  crowd  presses  nearer.  Bardsley 
turns  his  sightless  face  about  wildly,  for 
Polly  is  uttering   strange   shrieks,  strange 
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words.  He  tries  to  shut  the  voice  up  in 
the  blue  lips  by  holding  them  against  his 
face,  but  it  rings  out  wildly — shiiUy. 

^*  No  more  !  No  more  !  Oh,  daddy,  I  can't 
do  it  never,  never,  never  more  I  " 

"Hush,  hush,  PoUy!  PoUy,  hush!" 
mutters  Bardsley.  "  She  raves,  gentlemen, 
she  raves.  This  sudden  affliction  has 
turned  her  brain.  There ;  quiet,  Polly, 
quiet." 

But  PoUy's  fingers  begin  to  clutch  about 
hiTn  hke  a  drowning  creature's,  and  her 
lids  open  and  show  her  sightless  blue  eyes 
rolling. 

"  Daddy,  daddy,"  she  cries  in  great 
labouring  breaths,  "  I  seed  fire,  I  did — 
inside  my  eyes.  Oh,  I'U  never,  never  !  Oh, 
let  me  beg — beg  all  day — but  never  that 
— never  !  " 

''  Hush,  PoUy,  hush  !  You  wouldn't  ruin 
— ^you  wouldn't.  Ah,  gentlemen,  her  brain 
is  gone  !  " 

"  Where's  aU  them  people  ?     Where  am 
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I?  Am  I  mad?  I  tliouglit  I  was  a-going 
mad,  daddy,  I  thonglit " 

'^  Hush,  cliild !  Dear,  good  Polly — so 
good — so  good  to  me.  She  wouldn't  ruin 
me — she'll  be  quiet.  Gentlemen,  we  will 
go  home.  I  will  take  her  home.  She  will 
be  better  at  home." 

Suddenly  he  seems  to  grow  suspicious, 
and  waving  his  disengaged  arm  with  a  pas- 
sionate vehemence,  cries  hoarsely — 

^^  Stand  back,  I  say,  and  let  me  take 
her  home  !  I  want  nothing  of  you — not 
I !  I  want  to  take  my  child  home.  What 
are  you  crowding  for  ?     Let  me  pass." 

The  policeman  looks  back  at  another  one 
who  is  waiting  a  little  lower  down  the 
street,  and  who  joins  him  when  he  has 
made  his  way  to  the  bHnd  man  and  girl. 

The  crowd  closes  round  the  group. 

No  outcry  is  heard,  only  an  indistinct 
flood  of  protestation  from  the  old  man,  and 
soon  the  Httle  crowd  parts,  the  four  go 
very  quietly  down  the  street  in  the  direc- 
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tion  of  the  prison,  the  girl  clinging  to  her 
grandfather,  and  looking  white  and  terrified, 
but  quiet  and  stricken  with  remorse,  as  if 
her  mind  had,  under  this  new  shock,  re- 
covered itself  and  become  conscious  of  all 
that  had  happened. 

The  little  tide  of  street  life  that  had  been 
stopped  by  Polly's  voice  flowed  on  its  way 
again. 

The  impressionable  gentleman,  who  had 
several  times  declared  that  he  would 
stake  his  life  on  the  truth  of  a  girl  with 
that  face,  went  home  too  much  depressed 
to  speak  to  any  one,  feeling  himseK  to 
have  been  thoroughly  taken  in. 

The  handsome  poor-law  guardian  took 
his  rich,  cadaverous-looking  friend  home 
to  dine  with  him,  and  rallied  him  with 
much  lively  grace  of  manner  on  his  low 
spirits  and  poor  appetite. 

The  commercial  traveller  went  away 
with  a  smile  on  his  face,  and  Pope's  line 
about  an  honest  man  on  his  lips. 

VOL.  II.  D 
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The  yaclitiiig  party  went  home  satisfied 
that  there  had  he  en  nothing  worth 
making  themselves  miserahle  ahout. 

The  old  farmer  said  to  his  wife — 

^^  Now  that's  over,  old  woman,  let's 
come  and  have  a  look  through  the  teles- 
cope." 

The  clergyman  went  to  wait  for  the 
poHceman,  that  he  might  ask  some 
questions  ahout  the  prisoners. 

The  little  tailor  rolled  his  cloth  round 
his  arm  very  tightly  and  went  quietly 
home,  where  he  surprised  his  wife  hy 
sitting  up  the  whole  night,  keeping  her 
awake  with  his  '^  stitch,  stitch,  stitch," 
and  hy  heing  for  many  days  so  gentle, 
soher,  and  industrious,  that,  as  she  told 
her  neighhours,  she  suspected  him  of 
having  had  a  fright  or  a  dream. 

The  tramp,  when  he  saw  Polly  and 
her  grandfather  led  down  the  street,  had 
turned  and  looked  after  them  till  they 
were  out  of   sight,  then  dabbed  his  palm 
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flat  against  his  eye,  and  went  on  kLs  way 
muttering  an  oath. 

Amhray  and  Ma'r  S'one  had  got  into 
the  waggon,  and  Michael  was  arranging 
the  cover  and  the  back,  when  he  heard  a 
cry  fi-oni  the  dii-ection  in  which  the  bhnd 
pair  had  been  taken.  It  was  Bardsley's 
voice,  and  in  the  fierce  torrent  of  rage  it 
was  uttering,  Michael  caught  more  than 
once  the  name  of  Amhray. 

Feeling  as  if  his  feet  were  turning  to  lead, 
he  got  into  the  waggon  and  rattled  away 
over  the  jolting  High  Street  stones. 
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CHAPTEE  III. 

THE     SWEET     PEAS. 

"  She  lifted  their  heads  with  her  tender  hands, 
And  sustained  them  with  rods  and  ozier  bands  ; 
If  the  flowers  had  been  her  own  infants,  she 
Could  never  have  nursed  them  more  tenderly. " 

Shelley. 

All  tlie  way  home  Michael  had  a  dull, 
heavy  sense  of  danger  over  his  spirits, 
and  a  vague  sort  of  surprise  at  heing  able 
still  to  drive  on  unmolested. 

The  rattling  of  the  chains  and  jolting 
of  the  waggon  over  the  stones  every 
moment  seemed  to  him  the  whole  town 
coming  in  pursuit. 

The  pine  knoll  was  full  of  golden  light, 
and  the  lamhs  were  couched  on  daisies 
in  the  Long  Eidge  fields: — all  things  as 
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they  came  near  the  High  Mills  seemed 
fiill  of  peace  and  quiet  beauty. 

Michael's  gi'eat  di'ead  was  pacified. 

He  put  up  the  horses  at  Buckholt,  and 
finished  his  work  at  the  mill  with  that 
sense  of  ineffable  rehef  and  thankfulness 
that  comes  to  one  who  has  wakened 
after  a  terrible  dream  in  glad  surprise  to 
find  things  as  they  were  before. 

When,  after  his  work  was  done,  he 
went  up  towards  the  miller's  cottage,  he 
saw  Xora  sitting  on  a  stool  in  the 
garden  pathway,  tying  the  sweet  peas  to 
the  sticks. 

Mrs.  Ambray  sat  at  work  inside  the 
window,  and  the  miller  was  in  the  porch, 
sometimes  watching  Nora,  and  sometimes 
letting  his  eyes  rest  on  the  purpling  hills 
that  rose  between  him  and  his  distant  idol. 

A  well-worn  volume  of  ^'  Paradise  Lost  " 
lay  open  on  his  knees.  It  was  the  only 
book  besides  his  Bible  that  he  did  not  con- 
sider trashy  and  useless  after  school  books 
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were  done  with.  His  love  for  it  gave  Mrs, 
Ambray  and  Michael  increased  respect  for 
him,  as  his  choosing  such  a  companion  for 
his  long  hours  of  lonehness  made  them  think 
he  must  be  quite  at  home  with  all  the  arch- 
angels, and  on  intimate  terms  with  his 
first  parents. 

Ambray  hked  to  encourage  this  idea, 
as  since  George  was  absent  he  liked  to 
seem  at  a  distance  from  all. 

But  it  was  in  truth  a  very  awful  and 
mysterious  book  to  him,  and,  in  these 
days  of  trouble,  seemed  to  bear  a  vague 
but  solemn  reference  to  his  boy's  fate, 
and  so  keep  a  grand  though  threadless 
sort  of  interest  for  him.  He  felt  sure 
that  powers  as  mighty  as  were  there 
described  were  struggling  now  for  the 
salvation  and  ruin  of  his  son. 

*'  Surely — surely,"  he  sometimes  mut- 
tered, "  there  shall  again  be  war  in  Heaven 
before  God  and  angels  shall  agree  to  let 
him  be  lost." 
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As  Micliael  came  up  tlie  garden  on  Ms 
way  to  some  work  at  tlie  back,  Nora 
called  to  him  to  give  lier  her  ball  of 
worsted  that  had  rolled  down  the  path. 

He  held  it  in  his  hand  as  she  fixed  the 
stick.  She  paused  before  taking  it  to  coil 
a  tendril  round  the  stick. 

While  she  was  doing  so,  Ambray,  who 
had  for  some  time  been  studying  her  with 
his  stern  grey  eye,  asked  suddenly, 

^^Nora,  how  long  did  Captain  Grahame 
stay  at  Buckholt  this  morning  ?  " 

''  Oh,  till  about  twelve,  I  thmk,'' 
answered  Nora  carelessly. 

*'  Then  I  think  it  would  have  become 
you  better  to  have  sent  him  away  before 
— ay,  by  a  good  hour  too,"  burst  out  the 
miller  with  such  energy  that  it  brought 
his  cough  on. 

^^  Thank  you,  Michael,"  said  Nora,  *'  yoa 
may  hold  this  if  you  please  while  I  tie  it." 
Then  in  a  louder  tone  she  said  to  the  miller, 
"  I  couldn't  very  well  have  told  him  to  go." 
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^^  Well,  I  hope  George  will  hear 
nothing  about  him,  that's  all,"  growled 
Ambray  as  he  recovered  his  voice. 

Nora  quietly  finished  her  httle  task,  set 
Michael  at  liberty,  then  rose  and  went 
towards  the  house. 

Michael  could  not  hear  what  she  said 
to  the  miller ;  but  he  s^w  the  grateful 
glow  that  rushed  to  the  old  eyes  and 
cheeks  at  her  words,  and  so  guessed  their 
meaning. 

This  httle  scene  came  strangely  to 
Michael.  It  was  like  an  answer  to  some- 
thing he  had  had  in  his  mind  all  day, 
from  the  moment  when  Ambray  had  drawn 
his  attention  to  her  playing  with  the  rose 
from  Stone  Crouch  conservatory. 

As  he  worked  in  the  little  garden,  while 
Nora  was  supping  with  the  old  people,  in 
the  cottage,  he  recalled  her  look  again  and 
again. 

When  he  had  stood  looking  down  at  the 
flowers  her  fingers   supported,   he  thought 
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in  glancing  from  them  to  her  face  as  Ambray 
spoke,  that  these  themselves  were  scarcely- 
more  innocent  than  that  seemed  to  him 
then. 

He  had  noticed  when  the  name  had  been 
spoken  and  when  she  answered — no  change 
had  came  in  the  h'esh  tint  of  her  cheek.  It 
had  rested  firm  and  unaltered  as  the  colour 
on  the  flowers. 

It  had  only  been  when  the  doubt  in  the 
miller's  mind  was  so  plainly  felt,  that  the 
rich  blush  had  overspread  it  and  put  the 
pink  and  white  peas  to  shame,  and  that  the 
eyes  had  made  the  purple  peas  look  dull,  so 
indignantly  had  they  flashed. 

For  all  this  innocence  and  faithfulness  of 
Nora  towards  George,  Michael  suffered 
some  honest  sorrow.  He  had  been  teUing 
himself  all  day  that  the  burthen  he  bore 
would  be  but  half  the  weight  it  was  if  he 
could  discover  that  Nora's  heart  was  chang- 
ing, that  her  love  was  passing  from  George 
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to  some  one  else — to  this  young  gentleman 
of  wiiom  Ambray  was  so  jealous. 

The  thought  was  not  banished  by  the 
piteous  spectacle  of  the  blind  impostors,  but 
was  fixed  in  him  more  firmly.  Therefore 
the  little  scene  in  the  garden  had  been  fall 
of  intense  interest  for  him. 

The  reason  of  this  increased  anxiety  was, 
that  Michael  beheved  he  had  discovered 
the  cause  of  George's  neglect  of  Nora. 

When  he  had  heard  George's  letter  read, 
he  had  guessed  directly  that  Bardsley  was 
one  of  the  models  he  mentioned,  and 
Michael  had  ever  since  wondered  about 
the  other.  Directly  his  eyes  had  rested  on 
the  blind  girl's  face,  he  had  felt  sure  that 
he  saw  the  ''gem"  of  which  George  had 
written,  and  in  all  probabiHty  the  cause  of 
George's  change  towards  Nora. 

What  sad  story  lay  between  the  early  time 
when  that  dateless  letter  was  written  and 
that  moment,  the  only  one  when  he  saw 
Bardsley    and     George    together,     Michael 
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could  not  know.  He  could  but  make  vague 
guesses  at  it,  by  the  help  of  Polly's  lovely 
face,  as  be  bad  seen  it  to-day  for  tbe  first 
time,  and  Bardsley's  fury  during  that  terrible 
moment. 

He  knew  tbat  since  Bardsley  bad  not 
recognized  bim,  it  was  solely  tbis  unknown 
wrong  wbicb  George  bad  done  bim  tbat  be 
was  seeking  to  make  known  to  old  Ambray. 

As  be  trained  tbe  wall  cberry  at  tbe 
corner  of  tbe  cottage,  be  beard  tbem  talking 
witbin  of  George  as  merrily  as  if  no  cloud, 
no  mystery,  no  cruel  silence  lay  between 
tbem  and  bim. 

Hot  drops  stood  on  Micbael's  brow  to 
tbink  bow  soon  all  migbt  be  cbanged.  If 
Bardsley  sent  for  tbe  old  miller  and  re- 
vealed to  bim  some  crime  of  tbis  beloved 
and  longed-for  son  and  lover,  wbat  anguisb 
must  Micbael  enduje  wben  be  sbould  bear 
bim  spoken  of  witb  anger,  and  yet  be  bim- 
self  unable  to  speak  tbose  words  wbicb 
would  disarm  all  wratb. 
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"No,''  he  said  to  himseK,  "that  must 
not  be.  If  all  tlie  power  of  ceaseless 
watching — unshaken  patience — if  all  the 
inexhaustible  strength  of  such  a  friendship, 
such  a  fear,  and  such  a  hope  as  filled  his 
soul  could  guard  the  dear  name  from  stain 
or  spot,  he  would  so  guard  it." 

He  had  watered  the  sweet  peas,  and  was 
standing  by  them  watching  the  drops  on 
the  flowers,  and  inhaling  their  pleasant 
scent,  when  he  heard  Nora  close  the 
cottage  door  and  come  down  the  path. 

He  was  sorry  he  had  not  moved  away 
before  she  came,  for  he  had  allowed  a 
strange  weakness  to  come  over  him  as  he 
stood  there. 

Their  delicate  beauty  and  odour  seemed 
expressing  to  him,  better  than  his  own 
thoughts  could  express,  the  infinite  tender- 
ness which  every  good  heart  has  hidden 
from  all  but  itself.  He  had  thought  of 
Nora's  love  for  George  at  first,  and  then  of 
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Lis  own  feeling  for  both,  and  somehow,  the 
scent  of  these  homely  flowers  became  to 
him  as  the  very  utterance  or  expression  of 
his  gi'eat  yearning  over  these  two. 

So  when  ISTora  came  she  found  him  bend- 
ing over  them,  with  two  of  the  pink-and- 
white  wing-shaped  things  supported  by  the 
back  of  his  hand. 

She  thought  he  had  found  some  harmful 
insect  on  them,  and  asked  carelessly  as  she 
approached  the  spot, 

''  What  is  the  matter,  Michael  ?  " 

Michael  thought  that  she  had  seen  some- 
thing strange  in  his  face,  though  the 
dayhght  had  all  but  gone,  and  was  for  a 
moment  unable  to  answer. 

Then  Nora,  thinking,  as  he  took  his  hand 
from  the  peas,  that  he  had  not  heard  her, 
paused  to  glance  at  her  work  and  gather 
a  few  of  the  flowers  to  take  home  with  her. 

In  her  presence,  touched  by  her  fingers, 
and  overhung  by  a  face  so  sweet  in  its 
evening  weariness,  the  flowers  became  to 
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Micliael  as  tilings  of  anotlier  world.  He 
gazed  on  them  with,  a  great  tenderness. 

"  How  bonny  they  are,"  he  said ;  then  he 
trembled  and  grew  chill  at  the  sound  of  his 
own  voice,  for  though  he  had  spoken  low, 
the  sound  seemed  to  ring  and  linger  and 
vibrate  all  through  the  moon-silvered  downs. 

^^You  are  fond  of  flowers,  then?"  said 
Nora  carelessly,  thinking  a  commonplace 
quite  good  enough  for  poor  Michael. 

^^  Yes — only  sometimes  there  seems  such 
a  sort  of  waste  about  them,"  answered 
Michael,  his  great  hand  hovering  gently 
about  the  tender  heads. 

^'  Does  there  ?  "  asked  Nora,  with  sim- 
plicity and  interest.    ^^I  never  noticed  that." 

*^It  always  seems  such  a  pity,"  said 
Michael,  ^^that  they  go  on  being  what 
they  are — hke  these — smelling  so  sweet — 
looking  so,  and  not  a  soul  noticing  them 
except  just  now  and  then  as  we — as  you 
are  now.  It  reminds  me  when  I  see  them 
so,   and    think    of    'em  sending  out  their 
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scent  siicL.  hours  and  hours  in  the  day  and 
night  without  a  bit  of  notice  taken  of  'em 
— it  reminds  me — they  seem  to  me,  Hke — 
like  a  sort  o'  love  on  one  side — that  sort 
that's  nowhere  to  go  to,  and  yet  goes  on." 

Nora  was  sm-prised.  She  did  not  doubt 
that  Michael  was  alluding  to  his  own  secret 
sorrow,  but  was  surprised  to  hear  him  men- 
tion it  at  all,  and  especially  in  this  manner. 
She  thought  it  best  to  answer  vaguely. 

'^Perhaps  there  is  less  waste  in  the 
world  than  you  think  for,  Michael." 

Michael  gave  a  great,  honest,  ponderous 
sigh  as  he  thought  upon  the  waste  he 
knew  of — the  love  of  that  good  heart  so 
near  him. 

At  that  moment,  just  as  Nora  was  placing 
her  flowers  in  her  belt,  and  thinking  she 
would  like  to  say  something  to  the  poor 
fellow,  the  miller's  wife  opened  the  door 
and  called  out — 

"Michael,  is  that  you?  Your  master 
wishes  you  to  hurry  on  after  Miss  Ambray, 
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and  keep  her  in  sight  till  slie  gets  home. 
He's  afraid  o'  those  Irish  haymakers  that 
went  up  by  Tidhurst  this  morning." 

Nora  laughed,  and  now  Michael  felt  sure 
there  was  something  pecuhar  in  the  world 
that  night,  making  every  sound  that  went 
out  into  it  have  a  silvery  ring. 

^*I've  not  gone  yet.  Aunt,"  said  Nora; 
*'  so  Michael  can  come  with  me,  if  he 
doesn't  mind,  as  far  as  Long  Eidge.  I'm 
safe  enough  there." 

Michael  went  to  open  the  gate  for  her 
without  fully  reaHzing  what  had  been  re- 
quired of  him.  It  was  only  when  Nora 
had  passed  out  and  he  had  stood  pausing 
an  instant  afterwards  that  he  did  reahze  it. 

Then  in  letting  himself  out  of  the  gate 
to  walk  near  her  and  to  guard  her,  he 
ahnost  felt  himseK  one  of  those  heroes  with 
whose  chivalric  lances  Nora  had  made  the 
dark  past  flash  for  him,  as  she  told  their 
stories  to  the  half  dozing  miller's  wife, 
little  knowing  whose  ears  and  soul  they 
entered  besides. 
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CHAPTEE  lY. 


michahl's  silvek  night. 


"  How  beautiful  this  night !    The  balmiest  sigh 
That  vernal  zephyrs  breathe  in  evening's  ear 
Were  discord  on  the  speaking  quietude 
That  wraps  this  noiseless  scene. " 

Shelley. 

What  a  silent,  silver  world  it  was  into 
which  they  moved  as  the  little  gate  closed 
behind  them ! 

Nora  thought — "  Ah,  if  George  were  with 
me  now,  instead  of  this  honest  stupid 
fellow  !  " 

Michael  thought — ^^  Then  there  are  perfect 
bits  in  this  imperfect  hfe,  and  this  night 
is  one  of  them." 

He  knew  her  thoughts  were  not  with 
him ;    but  with    his   own   he  was   able   to 

VOL.    II.  E 
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follow  them  tenderly,  pitiful  in  liis  know- 
ledg*e  that  they  were  not  responded  to, 
even  at  ever  so  great  a  distance,  by  him 
of  whom  they  were. 

If  George's  thoughts  did  stray  now  across 
those  silver  downs,  were  they  not  perhaps 
resting  in  the  prison  where  poor  Polly  lay ; 
or  with  the  old  miller  as  he  slept,  filling 
the  darkness  of  his  dream  with  contending 
powers  of  good  and  evil  ? 

Michael  thought  the  last  to  he  the 
most  likely,  for,  from  what  he  knew  of 
George,  it  had  always  seemed  to  him  that 
no  affection  had  really  remained  unshaken 
in  his  heart,  except  that  which  had  grown 
with  him  and  become  a  part  of  his  nature. 
Yet  he  was  not  sure  of  this,  for  George's 
coimection  with  the  vagrants  was  all  a 
mystery  to  Michael,  and  it  was  only  that 
wonderful  face  of  Polly's  that  had  planted 
the  idea  so  firmly  in  his  mind  of  her 
having  changed  George  towards  Nora. 

However  this   might  be,   the  fair  blind 
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face  haimted  him  along  the  fields  and 
through  the  village  street,  seeming  to  him 
to  claim  George  fi'om  Xora,  and  to  leave 
her  so  much  more  than  she  knew  alone 
with  Michael.  And  this  feehng  gave  him  a 
secret  sweet  triumph,  which  he  condemned, 
yet  rejoiced  in. 

'^  So  you  consider  flowers  a  waste, 
Michael?"  said  Nora,  who  looked  on 
Michael,  when  not  suspicious  of  him,  in 
much  the  same  Kght  as  she  did  on  Fleet- 
foot  and  Guarder — that  is,  as  a  useful 
helonging  of  the  High  Mills,  to  whom  she 
was  bound  to  be  gracious. 

Michael  was  startled  and  confused. 

He  thought  Nora  had  not  understood 
him,  and  was  looking  on  him  as  a  coarse- 
minded  ignorant  lout,  who  could  not  appre- 
ciate dainty  and  beautiful  things. 

He  ielt  so  hurt  and  abashed  by  the  bare 
idea  of  such  a  suspicion  in  her  mind,  that 
it  was  some  time  before  he  could  answer. 

Thinking  what  he  should  say,  he  looked 
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round  like  a  child  frightened  and  doubtful 
of  its  lesson,  and  with  a  sort  of  helpless 
appeal  for  instruction. 

Nora  saw  the  look,  and  was  amused  by 
it ;  but  the  next  moment  she  was  surprised, 
when  his  eyes  met  her  own  in  the  clear 
moonhght,  full  of  gentle  joy,  and  he 
answered  with  decision  in  his  full  voice — 

'^  No,  I  was  wrong — there  is  no  waste 
to-night.  Everything  goes  to  make  the 
world  perfect." 

Nora  smiled.  She  was  surprised,  and 
a  little  puzzled  as  to  how  Michael  could 
feel  thus  in  the  absence  of  his  beloved; 
but  as  she  too  looked  round,  the  same 
perfection  of  silver  dewy  beauty  on  the 
blooming  world  that  had  penetrated 
Michael  touched  her  too,  and  then  she 
felt  pleased  with  him.  She  remembered 
those  times  when  she  had  come  upon 
him  in  his  fits  of  meditation  and  worship, 
standing  with  his  beard  in  his  hand  like 
an   old  dervish,   all  the  fresh   and  tender 
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lustre  of  the  spring  mornings  reflected 
in  Ms  eyes,  and  a  smile  like  quivering 
April  foliage  on  his  face. 

Eememhering  this  now,  Nora  felt  a 
little  humbled ;  not  that  she  was  ever 
very  proud  to  those  in  a  lower  position 
than  her  own,  but  she  had  used  to  feel 
herself  alone,  at  the  High  Mills,  in  her 
keen  perceptions  of  such  things  as  she 
was  now  learning  that  a  poor  ignorant 
fellow  like  Michael  could  have  his  eyes 
and  soul  open  to  as  well. 

As  they  went  through  past  some  cottages 
belonging  to  her  aunt,  a  little  child  was 
kneeHng  on  its  cot  close  to  the  open 
upper  lattice.  Turning  its  sleepy  face 
from  where  it  had  been  resting  while 
saying  its  prayers  to  its  old  grandmother, 
it  suddenly  caught  sight  of  Michael,  and 
the  tiny  hands,  an  instant  before  clasped 
in  prayer,  were  stretched  out  to  him  with 
a  cry  of  delighted  recognition — 
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''  Hollo,  Mital ! " 

Several  more  such  recognitions  as  they 
went  along  showed  Nora  that  Michael 
had  become  quite  a  favourite  at  Lamber- 
hurst. 

^'  You  seem  to  be  as  much  at  home 
here,  Michael,"  said  she,  ^'  as  if  you'd 
lived  here  all  your  life." 

''  And  so  I  have,"  answered  Michael, 
smiling,  ''that  is,  all  my  life  that  I  care 
for.  I  believe  I  have  ground  out  my  old 
self  in  the  master's  mill  yonder.  I  never 
even  dream  of  my  own  place,  or  anything 
that  haj)pened  before  I  came  here.  It's  all 
the  High  Mills  and  the  master's  troubles, 
and  one  thing  and  another." 

''  You  must  be  a  great  comfort  to  them 
in  their  trouble,"  said  Nora.  ''  And  I'm 
sure,  when  their  son  comes  home,  you 
will  not  find  him  ungrateful  to  you." 

''  I  want  no  one's  gratitude,"  answered 
Michael  hastily  and  almost  passionately. 
''  1  want  to  be  allowed  to  work  for  them. 


Michael's  silver  night.  55 

I  want  them  to  see  I  can,  and  do,  do 
more  than  George  ever  did  for  them. 
I  want  no  reward  for  what  I  do,  more 
than  to  have  it  some  day  forgotten  that 
I'm  nothing  but  a  staff  to  lean  on  till  he 
comes.  Is  that  to  be  the  cry  for  ever  ? 
It  is  too  hard." 

The  words  were  scarcely  gone  from 
Michael's  mouth  before  he  felt  he  would 
rather  have  bitten  his  tongue  out  than 
have  uttered  them. 

But  he  need  not  have  been  ah'aid. 
Nora's  first  feehng  of  astonishment  soon 
gave  place  to  one  of  pity,  generous  and 
outspoken. 

They  had  by  this  time  reached  the  gate 
of  the  meadow  leading  to  Buckholt. 

Michael,  mth  an  unsteady  hand,  had 
opened  it,  and  stood  holding  it  that  she 
might  pass  through,  feeling  ahnost  sure  that 
she  would  do  so  in  angry  silence. 

He  was  therefore  much  amazed  and 
touched  when,   as  the  gate  closed  behind 
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them,  she  turned  and  looked  at  him  with 
gentle  entreaty  and  sympathy. 

*'  I  am  not  snrprised,  Michael,  that  you 
feel  hke  this,"  she  said.  ''  I  have  often 
wondered  at  your  patience  with  my  poor 
uncle ;  and  when  I  see  what  a  support 
you  are  to  him  in  this  time  of  trouble, 
I  often  wonder  how  we  can  repay  yoii, 
when  brighter  days  come.  I've  seen  my- 
self that  you  have  a  great  hking  for  him, 
and  that  this  is  your  chief  reward ;  and 
it's  very  natural  you  should  be  hurt  that 
he  does  not  seem  to  return  your  feehng. 
But,  for  your  own  sake,  even  more  than 
his,  I  would  persuade  you — if  I  could — not 
to  lose  heart  because  they  are  in  too  much 
trouble  just  now  to  see  your  devotion  to 
them  in  the  way  they  should  see  it.  I  say 
again,  Michael,  that  George  Ambray,  when 
he  hears  how  well  you  have  done  for  them, 
against  your  own  interests — " 

''  No !  don't  say  that.  Do  not  let 
me  deceive  you,"  Michael  interrupted  her 
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suddenly,  and  site  felt  the  gate  tremble 
as  he  leant  on  it.  ''  You  mistake  me — 
I  do  not  wish  you  to  think  that  of  me. 
Not  against  my  own  interests,  it  is  not  that. 
I  say  truly,  I  have  ground  out  my  old  life 
at  the  High  Mills.  I  have  no  interests  in 
life  hut  what  he  here.  I  was  a  discontented 
fool  to  complain.  I  hardly  know  how  I  came 
to  complain,  but  I  will  take  your  goodness 
and  gentleness  to  me  as  enough  punishment 
to  keep  me  fi'om  ever  doing  so  again." 

"  And  you'll  have  patience  with  them 
still  a  httle  longer?"  asked  Nora.  "It 
would  grieve  me  to  think  that  they  had 
to  lose  you  just  now — till  their  son  returns 
to  them,  and " 

"  And  then  I  may  go  to  the  devil,"  said 
Michael  with  quiet  despair. 

''  'Chne  our  'erts  !"  ejaculated  the  timid 
voice  of  Ma'r  S'one,  and  at  the  same 
moment  he  appeared  from  behind  a  hay- 
rick, and  a  ray  from  the  lantern  he  carried 
showed  Nora  Michael's  eyes. 
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Their  gentleness,  and  the  patient  pain 
in  them,  withheld  her  from  uttering  the  cool 
*'  good  night  "  that  had  come  to  her  lips 
at  his  last  words,  and  as  she  saw  Ma'r 
S'one  come  towards  her. 

Ma'r  S'one  walked  hy  them  to  light 
them  across  the  field,  with  such  a  look 
of  placid  infantine  sleepiness  on  his  face 
as  made  one  feel  he  had  but  to  put  his 
thumb  in  his  mouth  to  send  him  right  off. 

''  Well,  Michael  Swift  ? ''  said  Nora,  after 
an  embarrassing  pause.  '^  I'm  not  going  to 
be  angry  with  you  for  a  fit  of  impatience, 
after  all  your  good  patience  and  forbearance. 
I  shall  only  say  again  that  I  trust  you  may 
be  rewarded  for  it  all,  more  than  you  expect." 

*'You  are  very  good  to  me,"  answered 
Michael — ^^but,"  and  then  he  laughed  a 
low  laugh  that  had  a  pathetic  music  in  it, 
^*  I  am  one  o'  those  unreasonable  sort 
o'  fools  that  care  for  no  possible  rewards, 
and  yet  live  in  the  hope — no,  hardly  the 
hope — in  the  idea  of  impossible  ones." 
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Nora  smiled. 

''  Well,  Michael,"  she  said,  ^'  that  may  be 
very  bad  or  very  good  for  you.  It  would  be 
bad  to  lose  a  moderately  good  thing  if  you 
fail  to  get  the  better  thing  you  are  setting 
it  aside  for,  certainly — but  if  you  don't  fail, 
nobody  could  call  you  foohsh  for  having 
looked  and  aimed  beyond  what  seemed  to 
you  the  boimds  of  possibility.  I  beheve  it's 
by  refusing  to  see  those  bounds,  and  work- 
ing in  a  sort  of  bhnd  hope,  that  many  men 
have  become  great.  I  beheve  the  greatest 
things  have  been  done  that  way." 

^' Do  you?"  asked  Michael,  bending  on 
her  his  great  eyes,  flashing  and  misty  with 
kindling  courage  and  joy. 

Nora  felt  a  thrill  of  pleasure  that  her 
words  had  had  power  to  comfort  and  refi'esh 
a  heart  which  she  imagined  suffered  silently 
in  much^the  same  fashion  as  her  ot\ti. 

^'  I  do  indeed,  Michael,"  she  answered, 
speaking  more  earnestly  than  she  had  yet 
done,  and  letting  her  earnestness  show 
itself  fully  in  her  uplifted  eyes.     ^'I  think 
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that  even  tlie  very  fear  that  we  sometimes 
have  of  letting  others  know  a  very  dear  and 
high  hope  gives  it  a  greater  chance  of 
heing  reaHzed.  However  kind  people  are 
when  we  talk  to  them  of  what  we  h  ope  for 
and  try  for,  they  are  apt  to  either  throw 
doubts  in  our  way,  or  make  it  appear  easier 
than  it  really  is  ;  and  from  being  dis- 
heartened or  too  sure  about  it,  we  don't  try 
as  hard  as  we  should  have  done  if  we  had 
kept  it  to  ourselves/' 

'^I  understand,"  replied  Michael;  ^^it's 
Hke  what  might  be  if  we  left  the  shooting- 
floor  windows  open  in  a  strong  wind — the 
grist  'ud  get  blown  about  like  chaff,  instead 
of  settling  into  the  shoot  and  getting  down 
to  the  grindstone." 

**  Yes,"  said  Nora,  and  she  laughed  and 
nodded  in  approval  of  his  illustration,  and 
went  in  at  the  garden  gate  a  step  or  two, 
but  turned  and  stood  waiting  kindly  while 
Michael  shut  it,  that  she  might  wish  him 
'^good  night." 
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He  closed  it  quietly  upon  Nora  and  Ma'r 
S'onCj  and  wlien  he  had  done  so,  leant  his 
arms  on  it,  and  remained  an  instant  look- 
ing do^TL  on  the  moonht  stones  between 
him  and  Nora. 

^^  As  for  my  own  small — small  spark  of 
hope/'  he  said,  ''  it  is  so  small,  a  breath 
might  puff  it  ont — and  yet  so  precious,  that 
while* it's  above  me  and  I  have  it  to  look  to, 
I  feel  that  if  my  misfortune  was  twice  as 
great  as  it  is,  I  could  still  Kve  and  work." 

'*  Then  you  have  had  some  gTcat 
trouble?"  said  Nora  kindly.  *' My  aunt 
has  often  told  me  she  feared  so,  but  seeing 
you  generally  so  cheerful  made  me  think 
her  wi'ong." 

He  bent  lower  as  he  rested  his  arms  on 
the  gate,  and  was  for  a  moment  unable  to 
answer  her. 

''  It  seems  to  me  sometimes,"  he  said 
without  looking  up,  '^  that  no  man  could 
have  a  much  gi'eater  load  to  go  through  life 
with  than  I  have  got." 
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''  But  this  hope  of  yours — does  not  that 
remove  it,  if  it's  reahzed  ?  "  asked  Nora. 

'^  Yes." 

''  Then  never  part  with  it,  Michael,  till  it 
is  reahzed." 

"  I  shall  never  forget  that  you  have  told 
me  this." 

"  Good  night,  then,  Michael;  here's  Ma'r 
S'one's  going  to  sleep  as  he  stands."    • 

At  this  Ma'r  S'one  started,  and  hmried 
np  the  garden. 

"  Good  night.  Miss,"  said  Michael,  almost 
in  a  whisper.  ^'  I  feel  I  must  be  made  of 
stone  to  be  able  to  go  without  wishing  you 
as  much  as  you  have  wished  me — but " 

Nora  thought  that  he  meant  he  desired  to 
return  her  good  wishes,  but  did  not  dare 
presume  to  mention  ever  so  vaguely  his 
knowledge  of  her  sore  trial. 

To-night,  however,  she  felt  in  a  mood 
that  was  humble  and  hopeful  enough  to 
make  her  wistful  of  any  honest  encourage- 
ment of  her  hope  and  faith. 
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"  The  best  and  happiest  of  lis  are  not 
above  acceptmg  good  wishes,  Michael,"  she 
said.  ^'  You  may  ^ish  me  just  what  I  have 
^\ished  yon." 

'^  I  would  rather  die.  Miss  Ambray,  than 
do  that."  ^ 

Nora,  who  had  tm'ned  to  go  away,  felt 
herself  held  to  the  spot  by  the  strange 
words  and  voice.  Michael  had  spoken  in  a 
low,  deep,  trembling  sort  of  moan,  that 
seemed  to  ^ibrate  far  away  through  the 
silver  night. 

'^  You  wished  me,"  said  he,  as  she  turned 
again  and  looked  at  him — "  you  wished  me 
streng-th  to  keep  to  the  hope  that's  dearest 
to  me.  It  was  a  kinder,  better,  greater 
wish  than  you  knew.  You  may  know  it 
some  day.  But  that  hope  of  yours — oh ! 
the  more  I  see  you,  and  the  better  I  know 
you,  and  the  more  I  think  of  your  goodness 
and  dearness  to  all,  the  more  I  trust  that 
that  hope  may  be  taken  from  you — gently, 
but  quite  taken  from   you — before — before 
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the  shock  comes.  It  seems  cruel — cruel — 
but  this  is  my  wish/' 

At  first  Nora  had  listened  in  great  per- 
plexity and  vague  foreboding. 

Michael's  last  words,  however,  filled  her 
with  a  fear  too  strong  for  restraint,  and  she 
exclaimed  at  once — 

'^  You  must  know  more  than  you  seem 
to  know  about  George  Ambray.  You 
are  saying  or  hinting  to  me  that  you  are 
certain  he  will  not  return,  or  that — that 
things  will  not  be  the  same.  What  do  you 
mean,  Michael  Swift  ?  " 

Michael  shook  his  head.  He  was  pale 
and  alarmed  to  think  what  words  he  had 
uttered  in  his  honest  sorrow  for  her. 

^'  I  have  seen  enough  since  I  came  here," 
he  said  hurriedly,  '^  and  heard  enough 
surely,  to  make  me  take  up  the  cry  that's 
in  everybody's  mouth.  It  seems  awful  to 
say  it,  but  it  is  only  you  three  who  would 
rather  die  than  give  up  hopes  of  him — that 
do  beheve  in  his  ever  coming  back,  or  in 
his  coming  back  the  same." 
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''  I  sliall  be  glad,  Michael,"  said  Nora, 
coldly,  and  ^ith  more  decision  than  he  had 
ever  heard  or  seen  in  her  before,  ^'  if  yon 
will  be  kind  enough  never  to  speak  to  me 
of  this  again." 

^^  I  hope  you  Vvill  forgive  me,"  cried 
Michael,  with  a  despairing,  helpless  sort  of 
energy.  ^'  I  had  no  right  to  speak  so — your 
kindness  made  me  forget  myself.  Yes,  I 
forgot  who  I  was,  and  thought  only  of  you 
for  the  moment.  I  cannot  help  hearing 
what  people  say.  I  have  heard  them  talk 
of  George  Ambray  never  coming  back,  and 
of  this  gentleman — this  Captain  Grahame 
caring  for  you  so  much.  I  was  sorry  to- 
night to  hear  the  master  find  fault  with  you 
about  him.  I  have  hoped — all  that  know 
you,  I  beheve,  except  the  master,  have 
hoped — ^but  forgive  me,  I  am  presuming  too 
far  again." 

Nora  looked  as  if  a  proud  and  indignant 
reproof  was  rising  to  her  Hps,  but  instead  of 
uttering  it   she   turned  from   Michael  and 

VOL.    II.  F 
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walked  towards  the  house.  Her  step  and 
bearing  seemed  to  him  full  of  anger,  hurt 
pride  and  sadness. 

A  passion  to  follow  Nora  and  entreat  for- 
giveness on  his  knees  seized  Michael  as  he 
watched  her  retreating  figure.  He  pushed 
the  gate  open,  hut  as  he  did  so  the  house 
door  closed  on  Nora,  and  he  heard  the 
bar  drawn,  and  Mrs.  Moon's  voice  speaking 
to  her  in  reproachful  welcome. 

Michael  dragged  his  Umhs  back  to  the 
High  Mills  with  the  certain  knowledge 
that  an  indefinable  but  great  torment  had 
come  upon  him,  and  would  remain  with 
him  till  her  forgiveness  should  be  asked 
and  won. 

This  sweet  silver  night !  he  thought. 
What  might  it  have  been  to  remember,  to 
think  of  all  through  his  life  !  And  now  he 
had  by  his  clumsy  outburst  filled  it  with 
annoyance  and  humiliation  for  her,  and 
with  sadness  and  anger  for  himself. 
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Yet,  with  his  surmises  and  fears  about 
George  Ambray,  intensified  as  they  had 
been  by  the  sight  of  poor  bhnd  Polly 
Bardsley,  and  by  her  grandfather's  efforts  to 
see  the  miller — with  all  these  thoughts, 
how  utterly  impossible  it  had  seemed  to  be 
silent ! 

Weary  and  sad,  and  angry  with  himseK, 
Michael  fell  asleep,  to  dream  of  following 
Nora  through  endless  dewy  fields  without 
ever  coming  near  enough  to  ask  her  for- 
giveness. Sometimes,  too,  he  seemed  in 
his  dreams  to  be  trying  to  get  from  the 
blind  girl  the  secret  of  George's  relations 
with  her  and  her  grandfather,  but  he 
dreamt  she  was  dumb  instead  of  blind,  and 
only  shook  her  lovely  weary  head  instead 
of  answering  him. 

When  Mrs.  Ambray  heard  him  in  his 
troubled  sleep  pityingly  murmur  her  name, 
she  ran  to  the  miller  with  that  new  "  fact " 
in  Michael's  mysterious  love  story. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

BOEN  TO  TKOUBLE. 

^^  Nor  to  their  idle  orbs  doth  light  appear 

Of  sun,  or  moon,  or  stars,  throughout  the  year." 

MlLTON". 

Just  twelve  years  before  lier  cries  liad 
interrupted  the  business  of  the  High  Street 
at  Bulver's  Bay,  Polly  Bardsley  had  made 
one  of  a  very  different  assemblage,  and  had 
had  very  different  opinions  passed  upon 
her. 

It  was  the  day  when  her  fate  had  been 
decided — a  day  when  after  merciful  hands 
having  led  her  into  a  better  path  than  she 
had  yet  in  her  bhnd  infancy  trodden — ^her 
wiKul  Httle  feet  had  recklessly  and  passion- 
ately, of  their  own  baby  will,  turned  and 
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fled  back  to  the  very  patli  from  wliicli  she 
had  been  drawn,  and  which  had  now  led  her 
to  the  prison  where  she  sat — darkness  in 
darkness  stamped  on  her  young  face. 

It  was  a  gi'and  day  at  the  honse  where 
the  child's  kind  patrons  had  placed  her, 
and  where  she  had  been  three  weeks — that 
great  house  the  space  of  which  caused  her 
to  feel  ready  to  cry  whenever  her  small 
voice  ventured  forth  and  made  known  to 
her  sensitive  ear  how  very  far  the  walls 
and  floors  and  ceilings  were  asunder  from 
each  other. 

A  concert  was  being  given  by  all  the 
bhnd  scholars  for  whom  this  great  house 
was  built,  and  of  whom  Polly  was  by  many 
years,  many  inches,  and  many  degrees  the 
youngest,  smallest,  and  most  useless.  She 
was  the  lowhest,  too,  by  birth — a  very 
sparrow  of  humanity,  whose  fall  from  light 
to  darkness  had  been  thus  mercifully  seen 
and  noted  by  a  Divine  eye. 

All   the   morning  Polly,    sitting  winding 
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cotton  for  the  blind  knitters,  liad  heard 
the  preparations  for  the  great  occasion 
going  on. 

The  biggest  room  of  all,  where  the  great 
organ  stood,  had  been  filled  with  seats, 
and  the  two  rooms  leading  out  of  that  were 
arranged  like  a  bazaar  with  the  wonderful 
things  Polly's  blind  schoolfellows  had  made 
— the  mats,  the  brushes,  the  baskets,  and 
the  needlework,  much  of  which  was  too 
delicate  for  her  little  fingers  to  be  per- 
mitted to  touch,  and  which  she  could  only 
hear  about  till  she  cried  with  curiosity. 

The  blind  girls  and  women  had  done  each 
other's  hair  with  ever  so  much  more  care- 
fulness than  usual,  and  chattered  and 
laughed  and  wondered  if  this  person  and 
that  person  would  be  coming  to  the  concert, 
till  Polly  Hkewise  began  to  have  small 
thoughts  and  hopes  and  fears  of  her  own 
about  the  coming  of  a  person  whose  exist- 
ence in  the  outer  world  made  that  world 
seem   all  home    to   her,    and  whose   non- 
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existence  in  tliis  place,  where  site  was, 
made  the  comfortable  house  a  wilderness. 

She  had  gone  into  the  great  room  with 
the  others,  and  taken  her  place  with  the 
singers,  under  the  organ  ;  and  all  the  seats 
were  filled  by  the  patrons  of  the  place  and 
theii'  friends,  and  other  ladies  and  gentle- 
men, and  poor  people  too.  The  organ 
played,  songs  and  anthems  were  snng,  and 
speeches  were  dehvered  between  whiles, 
setting  forth  how  much  had  been  done  for 
PoUy  and  her  schooKeUows,  and  how  much 
more  was  going  to  be  done  ;  yet  PoUy's 
heart  never  knew  one  throb  of  gratitude, 
knew  nothing,  indeed,  but  wild  throbs  of 
wonder  as  to  whether  a  certain  wicked  old 
man  was  here — was  coming  to  her  when 
all  this  should  be  over,  to  take  her  in  his 
arms  for  one  minute. 

The  old  man  was  there,  and  was  making 
himseK  a  nuisance  to  his  neighbours,  by 
repeated  inquiries  as  to  whether  they  did 
not  see  a  Httle  child  among  the  singers. 
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*'  Look  agen,  Miss,  if  you  please/'  lie 
arged  anxiously  to  tlie  young  lady  sitting 
before  Mm,  ^'  She  is  so  uncommon  small 
you'd  hardly  see  her  at  fust." 

To  please  him,  the  young  lady  rose,  and 
said,  as  she  sat  down  again — 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  do  see  a  tiny  child,  quite  a 
bahy  ;  a  young  woman  is  holding  her  hand  ; 
but  she  cannot  be  four  years  old,  I  think." 

^^  Ah,  that's  her.  Miss,  sure  enough," 
said  Bardsley.  ''  Her  years  ain't  took  up 
much  room  in  her.  My  little  grandchild, 
Miss." 

"When  the  concert  was  over,  and  the 
people  went  to  look  at  and  purchase  the 
school-work  in  the  outer  rooms,  the  same 
young  lady  and  her  bhnd  brother  encoun- 
tered Bardsley  buying  himself  a  pair  of 
warm  socks,  and  waiting — he  informed  them 
— till  he  might  obtain  permission  to  visit 
his  Httle  granddaughter.  They  found  the 
old  man  much  distracted  between  parental 
affection  and  anxiety  for  the  safety  of  his 
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dog,  wliom  he  had  left  in  charge  of  a  boy 
outside  the  door,  and  whom  he  ui'gently 
commended  to  the  notice  of  several  persons 
as  they  left  the  building. 

'^  Beg  pai'don,  sir*,"  he  was  saying  to 
some  one  as  they  came  np  to  him,  "  bnt 
would  you  kindly  cast  youi'  eye  round  the 
toll-gate  as  you  go  out,  and  tell  the  lucifer 
boy  in  charge  of  a  small,  long-legged  tan 
dog  that  he's  bein'  watched,  and  'ud  better 
mind  what  he's  about  with  that  'ere 
animal." 

HaK  an  houi*  later,  when  Mr.  Bardsley's 
new  acquaintances  were  waiting  in  a  httle 
paiioui*  to  see  some  one  in  the  estabhsh- 
ment  with  whom  an  appointment  had 
been  made,  a  blind  lad  appeared  at  the 
door  with  old  Bardsley. 

Not  noticing  their  presence,  he  told  the 
old  man  to  sit  down,  and  his  grandchild 
should  be  sent  to  him.  Directly  he  had 
spoken,  however,  he  knew  that  the  room 
was   already   occupied,   and   apologized  for 
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the  intrusion ;  but  the  young  lady  said 
she  should  he  glad  to  see  the  httle  girl. 

^^But  why  is  she  here?"  she  asked. 
^^  Surely  she  is  not  blind  with  those  pretty 
eyes?" 

"Ah,  but  she  is,  Miss,"  answered  the 
beggar,  and  added,  with  a  sigh,  "  and  what 
makes  it  worse.  Miss,  she  ain't  exactly  a 
so-born,  little  Polly  ain't,  so  it  don't  come 
nat'ral  to  her  yet ;  but  as  she  begins  young, 
we  must  hope  in  time  she'll  overcome  the 
dishke  she  'as  to  it,  and  come  to  look  on  life 
as  a  step  and  a  feeler — which  as  yet  she  don't, 
but  runs  and  falls  and  knocks  her  precious 
Httle  seK  about,  and  frets  for  her  eyes  as  if 
they'd  bin  her  mother  and  her  father." 

"  But  has  she  not  a  father  and  a  mother?" 
they  asked. 

"Father  she's  none,  sir  and  Miss,"  re- 
phed  Bardsley;  "and  if  I  could  say  the 
same  of  her  mother,  better  would  it  be  for 
Httle  Polly,  though  besides  her  she's  got 
but  me  and  Jowler  in  the  world." 
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'^  She    isn't    kind,    then  — little    PoHy's 
mother?" 

'^  She  beat  her,  and  would  have  starved 
her  if  that  'ud  been  easy,  which  it  wasn't 
while  Jowler  and  me  could  drag  our  Hmbs 
along.  But  for  Jowler's  box  and  my  stiffi- 
kit,  God  knows  where  httle  Polly  would  a 
bin.  Under  the  gi'oiind  belike  along  with 
her  father,  my  poor  son,  Miss,  a  so-born  hke 
myseK;  took  a  fancy  to  by  a  sight-gifted 
young  woman,  as  I  was  myself  before  him.- 
She  broke  his  heart,  Miss — mainly  with 
bad  language  to  me  and  Jowler,  and  un- 
pleasing  reflections  on  the  box  and  stiffikit 
in  hard  times.  When  Polly  was  born,  and 
he  heard  she  was  sight-gifted,  he  took  heart 
again  wonderful,  and  made  mats  enough  to 
carpet  Jerusalem.  We  all  strove  for  her,  but 
it's  hard  work  striving  against  a  tartar,  a 
di'unkard,  and  a  thief.  At  last  she  got 
herself  took  and  transported,  and  Polly's 
sight  went,  and  her  father  sunk  under  it 
all,  and " 
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Here  Mr.  Bardsley  was  interrupted  by 
the  opening  of  tlie  door,  and  tlie  entrance 
of  little  Polly  herself. 

The  blind  girl  who  brought  her  put  her 
timidly  into  the  room,  and  closed  the  door 
behind  her. 

Polly  was  indeed  a  small  creature,  whose 
every  garment  was  in  itself  a  wonder.  A 
mere  frill  of  preposterously  few  inches 
seemed  her  black  skirt  from  her  waist  to 
the  tiny  socks  which,  tiny  as  they  were, 
found  themselves  too  large  to  keep  up 
round  the  httle  leg,  in  despair  whereof  they 
fell  over  the  tops  of  Polly's  well-worn  boots, 
where  they  lay  in  a  hmp  and  helpless  state. 
Little  Polly  assuredly  did  not  possess  the 
attractions  which  her  grandfather  hinted  as 
having  been  the  portion  of  himself  and  son. 
It  might  be  said  with  some  truth,  perhaps, 
that  the  child's  affliction  was  the  only  thing 
which  then  gave  her  significance. 

Her  grandfather  had  risen  at  her  entrance, 
and    now    stood,    hat    in    hand,    waiting, 
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listening  for  her  approach,  as  impressively 
as  if  she  had  been  a  duchess. 

The  child  still  remained  on  the  same 
spot  where  she  had  been  left,  and  where 
she  stood  with  uplifted  Hstening  face  and 
httle  hands  clasped  before  her,  patiently 
waiting  that  guidance  without  which  she 
had  not  yet  learned  to  move.  It  was 
touching  to  see  them  facing  each  other 
without  knowing  it,  and  waiting  passively 
each  other's  assistance.  At  last  the 
smallest  voice  imaginable  inquired,  with 
a  sweet  patience,  "•  Is  my  daddy  here  ?  " 

At  this,  old  Bardsley  went  to  her  as 
direct  as  if  led  by  the  truest  of  eyes, 
stooped,  took  her  in  his  arms,  and  return- 
ing to  his  chair  sat  down  with  her  while 
she  lay  upon  his  neck,  an  arm  cast  loosely 
over  each  shoulder,  her  face  flat  against 
his  old  coat,  in  what  seemed  to  be  an 
excess  of  peace  and  contentment  rather 
than  any  childish  emotion.  Mr.  Bardsley 
prided  himself  too  much  on  his  personal 
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dignity  to  give  way  long  to  the  feelings 
which  had  overcome  him  at  the  meeting 
with  his  little  grandchild.  Drawing  down 
her  hands,  and  seating  her  on  his  knee,  he 
began  to  stroke  her  Hght  hair  with  one  hand, 
while  he  held  her  small  chin  in  the  other. 

*^You  see  here,  sir  and  Miss,"  he  said, 
^*  you  see  here  a  little  creetur  born  to 
trouble  if  ever  a  creetur  were." 

And  if  ever  a  creature  looked  it,  Polly 
did,  with  her  meekly  drooping  head,  her 
useless  blue  eyes,  and  her  small  mouth 
drawn  up  so  tightly,  as  if  every  breath  of 
life  had  too  sour  a  taste  for  it  to  take  more 
than  it  found  positively  necessary. 

^^  And  is  Httle  Polly  happy  in  this  place  ?  " 
asked  the  lady,  scarcely  knowing  in  what 
manner  to  reply  to  Mr.  Bardsley's  introduc- 
tion of  her. 

A  slight  turn  of  the  head  and  a  faint 
flush  showed  Polly's  ear  as  sensitive  as 
her  eyes  were  dull.  She  looked  for  one 
moment   embarrassed   and  timidly  inquisi- 
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tive,  but  the  next  the  remembrance  of  the 
value  of  the  few  brief  minutes  she  had  to 
be  with  her  grandfather  came  over  her; 
and,  turning  a  stubborn  httle  back  towards 
the  strangers,  she  devoted  her  whole  atten- 
tion to  caressing  his  hands,  his  buttons,  and 
his  long  grey  beard. 

"  Come,  come,"  said  Bardsley,  vainly 
endeavouring  to  make  her  turn  her  face, 
^^  speak  up,  pretty.  Polly's  nice  and  com- 
fortable here,  ain't  she  ?  " 

Polly  leant  upon  his  breast  that  he  might 
feel  the  meek  little  nod  which  was  her 
answer. 

"  She  has  good  wittles,  eh  ?  " 

Polly  nodded  again. 

^'And  she's  a  learnin'  to  read  with  her 
fingers  ?  " 

At  this  Polly  lifted  her  head  up  with  the 
injured  dignity  of  one  whose  powers  had 
been  undervalued,  and  said,  ^^I  can  'ead  a 
lot,  daddy,  'out  my  fingers,  'out  a  book  at 
all,  'bout  Jesus  and  Herod  and  Judee." 
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"  Oil,  ah,  tliat  ain't  readin',  that's  knowin' 
by  'art,  Polly,"  rejoined  her  grandfather. 
*^But  Polly's  agoing  to  learn  to  read  with 
her  fingers  all  off  pat  without  stopping,  like 
old  Ames  that  sits  in  the  square  with  the 
big  Bible,  and  mumbles  the  Scriptures 
when  he  hears  anybody  comin'.  I  dunno 
how  his  dog  stands  it.  I  know  Jowler 
wouldn't.  Well,  and  Polly  stands  up  and 
sings  with  the  rest  of  'em.     My  gracious  !  " 

Polly  flushed  with  pleasure,  and  kissed 
the  button  she  was  fondhng. 

"Did  hoo  'ear  me,  daddy?  I  sung  in 
'Joyful,  joyful."' 

"  Did  I  hear  her  !  I  shud  say  so  rather. 
Well,  if  Polly  didn't  ought  to  be  a  proud 
and  happy  little  girl ! "  said  Bardsley. 
'^  Why,  she's  not  got  a  thing  to  wish  for." 

This  last  proved  an  unlucky  assertion,  as 
it  invariably  is  even  to  the  most  happy  and 
grateful.  It  was  certainly  too  much  for 
Polly,  "born  to  trouble."  The  little  fingers 
engaged  in  trying  to  coax  the  worn  covering 
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back  over  one  of  Bardsley's  buttons,  of 
wMcli  tbey  had  felt  the  brassy  naked- 
ness, we-re  slowly  withdrawn.  Slowly  they 
clutched  the  wee  skirt  of  Polly's  black  frock, 
and  drew  it  up  and  found  beneath  it, 
safely  attached  by  one  corner,  and  illustrated 
with  the  legend  of  the  rats  who  decided  to 
bell  the  cat,  a  pocket-handkerchief. 

It  was  a  handkerchief  which,  in  Polly's 
sight-gifted  days,  had  been  an  inexhaustible 
dehght  to  her  and  to  Jowler;  whose  saga- 
city in  discovering  that  it  was  that  handker- 
chief and  no  other  which  he  was  expected 
to  scratch  and  bark  at  when  she  shook  it 
and  said,  ^^Eats!  rats!"  had  always  con- 
cealed from  PoUy  his  utter  want  of 
appreciation  of  the  artist's  truth  to  nature. 
Now  that  the  Httle  washed-out  rehc  of 
happier  days  could  gladden  PoUy's  eyes  no 
more,  she  was  content  to  keep  it  to  dry  them 
of  their  tears,  of  which  they  knew  no  few. 

Trembling  with  that  bitter  charge  of 
having  nothing  to  wish  for,  PoUy  Hfted  the 
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rats  in  council  to  lier  clieek,  and,  pressing 
close  to  lier  grandfather,  sobbed  \^itli  more 
passion  tban  one  would  bave  tbougbt 
sorrow  bad  left  in  ber — 

''  Ob,  daddy,  daddy,  I  tood  'ike  my  eyes ! 
I  tood  'ike  my  eyes !  and  I  wants  to  go 
bome,  and  I  caSi't  stay  here  ! '' 

Tbe  old  man  was  mucb  disturbed.  He 
clasped  ber  witb  arms  tbat  trembled,  and 
rocked  ber  against  bis  breast,  and  tbe  eyes 
wbicb.  had  never  shed  a  tear  over  their  own 
darkness,  let  fall  some  heavy  drops  for 
Polly's.  Eecovering  himself  very  soon,  and 
trying  to  make  her  sit  up,  he  said — 

^'  Come,  come,  Polly.  Why,  I  never 
would  bave  thought  it.  Fie,  for  shame ! 
What  will  tbe  young  lady  think  of  you  ?  " 
And,  turning  to  ber,  he  added  apologetically, 
**  She'll  be  herself  again  in  a  minute.  Miss. 
This  is  what  comes  of  not  bein'  a  so-born, 
you  see." 

It  did  not  seem  that  Mr.  Bardsley's  pro- 
phecy was  likely  to  be  very  soon  fulfilled, 
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for  Polly  continued  crying  bitterly  in  spite 
of  attractions  offered  lier  in  the  sliape  of  a 
watch  held  against  her  ear,  a  cake  pnt  into 
her  hand,  and  sundry  articles  from  her 
grandfather's  pockets,  picked  up  in  his  street 
wanderings. 

Her  crying  would  probably  have  brought 
some  one  into  the  room  soon,  and  caused  a 
sudden  and  sad  ending  to  her  grandfather's 
visit,  if  there  had  not  presently  arrived  a 
comforter  whose  loud  scratching  and  barking 
outside  the  door  made  everybody  start,  and 
was  instantly  recognized  by  Polly. 

^'  Oh,  daddy,"  she  cried,  sitting  up  joy- 
fully, "  it's  Jowler !   it's  Jowler  !  " 

**  Upon  my  soul,  if  I  don't  believe  it  is," 
said  Bardsley  with  much  alarm;  ^'there'll 
be  a  nice  set  out." 

The  young  lady,  who  was  not  so  fearful 
of  offending  against  the  rules  of  the  estab- 
lishment, opened  the  door,  and  in  bm'st 
Jowler. 

Polly   slid  from  her  grandfather's  knee, 
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and  meeting  her  old  friend  half-way,  sat 
down  on  the  floor  to  receive  his  wild 
caresses,  which  she  answered  with  smiles 
and  soft  httle  pats.  She  seemed  to  think 
his  frantic  joy  quite  accounted  for  by  his 
possession  of  that  sense  of  which  she  was 
deprived ;  for  as  she  gently  restrained  him 
she  said  with  a  tender  envy  in  her  voice — 

'^Jowler,  Jowler,  dear  Jowler,  you  are 
p'eased.     You  5^6  me,  don't  you,  Jowler?" 

By  degrees  she  got  him  quiet,  so  that 
she  might  feel  him  all  over,  to  assure 
herself  he  was  in  nowise  changed  from  the 
Jowler  her  eyes  had  loved. 

Jowler  stood  with  lolling  tongue  gazing 
round  from  the  corners  of  his  eyes  with 
unutterable  affection  on  the  httle  hands 
that  were  so  inconveniencing  him,  and 
submitted  to  their  examination  with  quite 
supercanine  patience  till  they  came  round 
to  his  tail,  when  he  offered  a  gentle  but 
decided  resistance. 

*'And  he's  bin  a  good  Jowler,  has  he?'' 
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inquired  Polly,  holding  np  her  favoimte  by 
the  front  pa^vs. 

During  the  twelve  years  that  had  inter- 
vened between  this  visit  of  Bardsley  to  the 
blind-school  and  his  visit  to  the  High  Mills, 
some  three  or  four  Jowlers  had  worn  out 
their  Hves  in  the  old  man's  hard  service. 
Of  these  it  was  in  all  probabihty  the  Jowler 
of  Polly's  infancy  who  was  the  true  hero  of 
the  stoiy  that  had  been  related  to  Michael 
Swift,  though  Bardsley  was  in  the  habit  of 
applying  it  to  any  dog  who  happened  to 
be  in  his  service.  The  vices  and  virtues  of 
a  hve  dog  must,  he  reasoned,  inevitably  be 
of  more  interest  to  the  public  than  those  of 
a  dead  one  ;  and  if  he  could  amuse  the 
pubHc,  and  even  edify  it,  as  he  sometimes 
believed  he  did  by  his  anecdotes  of  dog-life 
and  dog-character,  he  did  not  see  that  he 
harmed  any  one  by  letting  his  hearers  beheve 
that  they  had  the  true  hero  of  those  'anec- 
dotes before  them.  For  this  reason  he  had 
found  it  necessary  to  keep  to  the  same  name. 
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When  Polly  asked  about  Jowler's  be- 
haviour since  her  absence  from  home, 
Bardsley  told  the  story  of  the  '^pouncing" 
and  the  '^  stiffikit  "  in  nearly  the  same  words 
in  which  he  told  it  to  Michael  twelve  years 
later. 

While  he  did  this  Polly  sat  quiet  with  a 
patient,  half-weary  look  on  her  face.  Even 
in  those  days  it  was  an  old,  old  story  to  her. 

At  the  moment  when  Jowler,  after  the 
recital,  was  receiving  the  pats  and  applause 
of  all  present,  the  young  woman  who  had 
brought  in  little  Polly  came  back  to  summon 
her  to  tea,  and  to  inform  Mr.  Bardsley  that 
the  doorkeeper  was  waiting  to  see  him  out. 

The  httle  one  had  her  arms  round 
Jowler's  neck  when  the  summons  came. 

In  an  instant  she  was  up,  kneehng  on 
her  grandfather's  knee,  her  hands  clutching 
him  tightly. 

'^  Tea,  eh,"  he  said,  making  a  bold  effort 
to  quiet  her  emotion  by  seeming  not  to  share 
or  perceive  it.      ''  Buns,  too,  I  bet  a  penny, 
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as  it's  higli  day  and  hoKday.  My  little 
Polly  havin'  tea  and  buns  along  of  a  lot  of 
ladies  and  gentlemen.  Wliat  yer  think  o' 
that,  Jowler?" 

Jowler  only  wagged  his  tail  with  a  pre- 
occupied air,  for  he  was  intent  on  a  bag 
of  biscuits  on  the  table. 

"  I  doesn't  want  tea,  and  I  doesn't  want 
buns — I  wants  you  and  Jowler,"  was  Polly's 
cry  of  misery;  and  she  clung  and  pressed 
against  the  beggar's  tough  old  heart  till  its 
slow  beating  quickened  painfully. 

Afraid  of  trusting  himseK  to  comfort  her, 
he  rose  and  gave  her  into  the  girl's  arms 
just  as  she  was,  in  her  tears  and  struggles, 
and  she  was  carried  out. 

Her  grandfather  adjusted  the  string  round 
Jowler's  neck,  and  gave  him  to  understand, 
by  the  roughness  of  his  touch,  that  he  was 
again  on  duty ;  that  sentiment  had  been 
banished  with  httle  Polly,  and  the  hard 
business  of  hfe  was  now  to  begin. 

Polly  was  put  to  bed  long  before  it  was 
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dark.  She  knew  it  was  not  near  night,  by 
the  talking  and  the  laughter  in  the  work- 
rooms, and  by  the  vague  red  glare  she  saw 
when  she  tui'ned  towards  the  windows,  for  as 
yet  Polly  could  tell  Hght  from  darkness,  and 
sometimes  see  a  form  or  a  colour  suddenly, 
and  generally  but  for  a  moment. 

She  could  not  rest.  The  day's  excite- 
ment, the  joy  of  meeting  Bardsley,  the 
sorrow  of  parting  from  him,  the  playing  of 
the  organ,  as  she  had  stood  so  close  under 
it,  the  overmuch  wandering  and  ruminating 
alone  which  she  had  had  that  day,  the 
crowds,  the  many  voices,  the  unusual  in- 
fluence of  strong  tea  and  coffee  which  had 
been  given  her  instead  of  milk  and  water  on 
this  great  and  confusing  occasion,  all  acting 
together  on  httle  Polly's  weak  brain  and 
passionate  heart,  made  sleep  impossible — 
her  bed  a  rack. 

She  got  up  and  crept  to  the  door,  from 
the  door  to  the  top  of  the  stairs,  and  stood 
listening. 
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People  were  walking  about  still,  the  organ 
was  playing,  the  great  front  doors  were  open, 
wheels  were  noisy  in  the  streets,  little  chil- 
dren shouted  and  laughed  there — ah,  how 
free  and  happy  Polly  thought  them  ! 

Why  should  she  not  go  down  the  stairs 
and  shp  thi'ough  the  great  doors — away  for 
ever  from  this  grand  place  with  its  awful 
organ — this  wide-roomed  house,  so  clean,  so 
good,  so  dull,  so  miserably  strange  ? 

Would  any  one  notice  her  ?  All  seemed 
so  busy.  There  were  many  little  girls  come 
with  the  visitors ;  she  might  be  taken  for  one 
of  them  if  she  slipped  out  quietly,  but  then 
she  must  put  on  her  clothes,  for  no  little 
girl  would  be  there  in  her  night-dress,  Polly 
remembered. 

She  ran  back  and  dressed  herself  as  well 
as  she  could,  then  went  to  the  stairs  again, 
and  Hstened. 

Bardsley  shared  the  room  which  he  had 
occupied    since  Polly's  birth  with  a  bird- 
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seller,  known  among  his  friends  by  tlie  name 
of  ^'  Traps."  It  happened  that  on  the  night 
of  Polly's  grand  day  this  person  was  obhged 
to  be  up  late,  painting  two  greenfinches  to 
sell  in  the  streets  as  valuable  foreign 
birds. 

Bardsley,  being  nothing  loth  to  have 
some  one  to  whom  he  could  describe  the 
grandeur  of  Polly's  school  and  Polly's 
prospects,  had  kept  his  friend  company ; 
while  Jowler,  a  miracle  of  patience  and 
self-sacrifice,  sat  winking  and  gaping  be- 
tween the  two,  and  trying  hard  not  to 
look  at  the  birds,  which  he  had  had  the 
mortification  of  seeing  fattening  for  sale 
on  hempseed  for  the  last  week. 

*'  Traps,"  said  Bardsley,  suddenly  inter- 
rupting himself  in  his  description  of  Polly's 
dehght  on  meeting  him,  ^'  that's  the  second 
time  I've  he  ere  d  it." 

**  Heerd  wot  ?  "  inquired  Traps,  holding 
off  the  painted  finch  by  the  feet,  and  con- 
templating it  with  the  eyes  of  a  connoisseur, 
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Tvhile  Jowler  retired,  sick  with  temptation, 
to  tlie  furtliest  end  of,  the  room. 

^^  That  noise,"  said  Bardsley,  rising  ; 
*'  Kke  a  lot  o'  people  down  at  the  door. 
There  !  they're  on  the  stairs  ;  they're  a- 
coming  up  ;  they're  coming  here." 

Traps  uttered  an  exclamation  which 
imphed  theii'  coming  was  the  reverse  of 
welcome  to  him,  and,  thrusting  the  bhd  into 
its  cage,  covered  his  paints  with  Bards- 
ley's  old  woollen  comforter,  and  took  up  his 
pipe. 

Meanwhile  Bardsley  opened  the  door,  and 
found  the  whole  houseful  of  lodgers  crowded 
round  a  poHceman,  who  had  something  in 
his  arms. 

It  was  PoUy ;  and  Traps,  hstening 
sulkily,  made  out  from  the  confusion  of 
tong-ues  that  she  had  been  found  feehng 
her  way  along  by  the  paHngs,  hah  a  mile 
down  the  road  where  the  school  for  the  bhnd 
was,  that  she  had  given  her  grandfather's 
address   with   extreme   exactness,    and   de- 
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manded  with,  great  energy  to  be  taken  there, 
and  nowhere  else. 

Bardsley,  with  a  strange  expression  on  his 
face,  came  and  took  Jowler's  money-box,  and 
emptied  out  all  its  contents  in  the  police- 
man's hand. 

He  then  brought  Polly  in,  and  shutting 
the  door  in  the  face  of  all  who  would 
fain  have  entered  and  heard  the  story  of  her 
return,  stood  her  on  the  floor,  and  seating 
himself  remained  for  a  moment  with  his  face 
buried  in  his  hands. 

Traps  caring  only  that  the  people  had 
gone,  and  that  the  door  was  shut,  opened 
tlie  cage  and  resumed  the  bird  and  the 
paint-brush,  observing  with  complacency — 

'^  If  this  ain't  took  for  a  Java  sparrer,  it'll 
be  'cos  there  never  was  no  Java  sparrer  to 
come  up  to  it." 

^' Polly,"  said  Bardsley,  suddenly  lifting 
his  face,  ''  come  here  !  " 

She  went  and  placed  her  hands  upon  his 
knees. 
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Polly  liad  in  her  hasty  dressing  been 
unable  to  fasten  her  clothes  round  her 
shoulders,  so  that  Bardsley  drawing  her  to 
him  found  them  bare.  He  began  to  beat 
them  with  so  heavy  and  passionate  a  hand, 
that  Traps  in  his  astonishment  obhterated 
a  scarlet  spot  he  had  made  with  great  effect 
on  the  greenfinch's  wing,  and  stared  round. 

"  Traps  !  "  cried  Bardsley,  almost  fiercely, 
as  he  stood  trembling  over  Polly  when  she 
had  cast  herself,  stricken  with  terror  and 
exhaustion,  at  his  feet.  ^^  Traps,  you  are 
a  witness  as  I  have  done  my  dooty  by  this 
child.  I  moved  the  world  to  get  her  in  that 
place — you  know  it.  Traps — and  now  when 
she's  wickedly  run  away,  I've  beat  her — I've 
beat  her  till  she's  di'opt.  You  see  it.  Traps, 
if  that  ain't  dooty  I'd  like  to  know  what  is  ! 
But  now  that's  over  come  to  me,  my  precious 
— my  darhng  !  and  let  what  can  part  us  two 
agen." 

"  Ah,  Traps  !  it's  no  good  goin'  agen  fate. 
She  was  born  to  trouble — which  means  to 
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me.  I  tried  to  put  her  away  from  trouble 
and  from  me,  but  it  don't  do,  you  see.  Traps 
—it  don't  do." 

The  old  man  put  forth  the  same  plea  on 
that  night  twelve  years  afterwards,  when 
Polly  had  cried  herself  to  sleep  upon  the 
prison  straw,  and  his  own  heart  and  brain 
were  restless  and  tormenting. 

^^  I  tried  to  put  her  away  from  it  all,"  he 
kept  crying  inwardly,  '^  but  it  didn't  do — 
Traps  knows  it  didn't  do." 
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"  Cunning,  when  it  is  once  detected,  loses  its  force,  and 
makes  a  man  incapable  of  bringing  about  even  those 
events  which  he  might  have  done,  had  he  passed  only  for 
a  plain  man." — Addison. 

Befoee  it  was  light  the  next  morning 
Bardsley  was  disturbed  by  bis  grand- 
daughter being  brought  to  his  cell. 

She  had  been  locked  in  for  the  night  with 
three  drunken  and  riotous  women,  who 
towards  morning  had  quarrelled  so  violently 
that  Polly  had  been  frightened,  and  had 
wakened  the  gaoler  by  her  entreaties  to  be 
let  out ;  he,  not  knowing  where  else  to  put 
her,  and  remembering  Bardsley  was  alone, 
had  brought  her  to  him. 

Polly  was  much  too  weary  to  be  capable 
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of  showing  her  gratitude  for  the  change  in 
any  other  way  than  falling  into  a  peaceful 
sleep. 

When  this  had  lasted  ahout  two  hours 
Bardsley  began  to  have  little  fits  of  cough- 
ing, to  walk  about  and  stumble,  as  if  he 
wished  to  waken  her  without  seeming  even 
to  himself  to  do  so  purposely. 

It  was  necessary  that  Polly  should  begin 
without  loss  of  time  to  receive  her  instruc- 
tions as  to  how  she  must  behave  when  they 
should  be  taken  before  the  magistrate,  how 
she  must  swear  to  having  suddenly  lost  her 
sight  at  such  a  time  and  in  such  a  place, 
and  how  she  must  guide  her  statement 
according  as  the  evidence  for  and  against 
them  should  go. 

Perhaps  she  would  have  to  swear  to 
having  lost  her  sight  before  in  one  or  more 
of  those  towns  which  might  send  witnesses 
against  her,  and  consequently  swear  to 
having  recovered  it  again  as  many  times  as 
might  be  necessary. 


THE    PRISONERS.  97 

Bardsley  had  during  his  sleepless  night 
thought  out  all  Polly's  lesson  with  much 
diligence,  and  was  impatient  to  teach  it  to 
her  before  they  were  disturbed. 

He  had  never  felt  himself  so  much  to 
blame  before,  as  he  did  for  having  been  so 
carried  away  by  the  repeated  successes  of 
Polly's  street  scene  as  to  ventm^e  it  here,  so 
near  to  the  High  Mills,  w^hich  formed  the 
^eal  aim  of  his  and  Polly's  pilgrimage, 
whereon  they  had  found  their  daily  bread  in 
this  fearful  manner. 

The  stoiy  that  he  had  come  to  tell  the 
miller  of  Lamberhurst  would  assuredly  have 
to  remain  untold  if  Polly  and  he  were  to  be 
proved  guilty  in  this  town.  There  would 
have  to  be  months,  or,  hkely  enough,  years 
of  waiting,  until  the  case  should  be  for- 
gotten— and  perhaps  it  might  never  be 
forgotten  in  such  a  place  as  this. 

He  felt,  on  considering  all  these  things, 
that  his  hopes,  and  the  future  he  had 
pictured  for  Polly,  must  indeed  be  ruined 

VOL.    II.  H 
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unless  his  own  cnnning  and  good  luck 
should  bring  them  safely  ont  of  the  dangers 
into  which  his  hardihood  and  Polly's  "  fit  " 
of  yesterday  had  thrown  them. 

But  if  Polly  would  learn  her  lesson  well, 
if  she  would  but  wake  free  from  all  the 
excitement  and  confusion  that  had  seized 
her  yesterday,  Bardsley  behoved  he  could 
so  manage  their  case  that,  however  much 
might  be  suspected,  nothing  could  bfe 
actually  proved  against  them. 

It  was  the  old  man's  besetting  fault  to 
put  too  much  faith  in  his  own  wits  and  the 
dulness  of  the  world ;  and  sharp  experi- 
ences of  its  dangers  had  not  in  the  least 
degree  tended  to  cure  him  of  this  fault. 

The  straw  on  which  Polly  lay  was  spread 
upon  the  stone  floor,  and  on  this  Bardsley 
at  last  sat  down  beside  her,  to  wait  for  her 
awakening,  and  gently  to  hasten  it  by 
passing  his  hand  over  her  face  and  hair. 

He  had  not  done  so  many  times  when  his 
fingers    began  to  tremble.      He  withdrew 
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tliem,  and  sat  ^\'itli  his  head  bent  and  his 
face  darkening. 

It  was  not  that  the  coldness  of  Polly's 
cheek  had  made  his  heart  misgive  him  for 
her  health's  sake  ;  he  knew  by  her  gentle 
breathing,  and  the  moistm-e  on  her  brow, 
she  was  recovering  from  the  shock  of  yester- 
day, as  she  had  recovered  from  so  many 
similar  shocks  before. 

It  was,  that  his  fingers  had  gone  to  her 
face  as,  but  for  his  blindness,  his  eyes  would 
have  done,  fuU  of  the  question — Would  it 
aU  be  well  with  Polly  when  she  should 
wake  ?  Would  she  perjure  herself  this 
time  meekly  and  obediently  as  she  had  done 
before  ? 

He  had  asked  this  as  he  had  touched  her, 
and  had  taken  a  chihing  answer  fi'om  her 
face. 

He  had  seemed  to  feel  something  hke 
severity  in  the  cold  and  still  repose  of  the 
eyehds  and  the  mouth — something  that 
made    him    fancy   Polly    had    not    wholly 
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returned  to  her  nsnal  meek  and  dependent 
spirit — that  she  had  things  in  her  mind,  in 
her  dreams,  strange  to  him  and  against  him. 

Again  he  touched  the  mouth  he  had  fed 
so  long  with  the  wages  of  his  blindness  and 
beggary,  and  again  it  seemed  strange  to 
him  and  chilled  him.  Its  perfection  felt  to 
him  like  the  seal  of  truth  upon  it — cold, 
firm,  unbreakable. 

Bardsley  was  imaginative  and  super- 
stitious, but  he  thought  this  had  nothing  to 
do  with  his  fears  concerning  Polly.  He 
thought,  with  his  usual  self-conceit,  that  he 
had  the  power  of  feeling  expression,  and 
that  Polly's  face  was  expressing  some 
thought  or  dream  injurious  to  him. 

He  got  up  and  moved  to  and  fro  in  the 
cell  with  confused  and  unsteady  feet,  but  in 
less  than  a  minute  came  again  to  where  his 
grandchild  lay,  and  crouching  down  beside 
her,  his  hands  clutching  each  other  trem- 
blingly, he  uttered  her  name  in  a  voice 
hoarse  with  superstitious  fear. 
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''  PoUy !  " 

She  woke,  and  rose  upon  her  elbow. 

To  see  Polly's  awakening  on  this  or 
almost  any  morning  was  to  guess  at  what 
was  generally  regarded  as  another  mis- 
fortune in  her,  almost  as  great  as  her  hhnd- 
ness,  but  which  was  perhaps  the  chief 
blessing  with  which  the  child  had  been 
endowed. 

PoUy  had  not  nearly  an  ordinary  share  of 
sense.  It  was  as  if  her  Creator,  consider- 
ing into  what  evil  and  unclean  company  her 
mind  would  fall,  had  mercifully  kept  it  as 
a  bud  never  to  expand ;  closed  tightly  to 
all  cankerous  things  and  baleful  airs,  so  that 
day  after  day  it  might  be  steeped  in  mire 
which  should  faU  from  it,  leaving  it  un- 
sullied and  pure  mthin  ;  for  with  Polly  it 
was  very  seldom  that  anything  sank  deep 
or  rankled. 

She  scarcely  had  even  memory  to  trouble 
her.  Sleep  would  generally  banish  from 
her  any  day's  sorrow,  and  leave  her  spirit 
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fresh,  and  bright  as  a  blade  of  grass  which 
the  drop  of  dew  all  night  upgathered  on  its 
point  has  fallen  over  in  the  morning,  and 
left  glistening. 

There  were  times  when  it  seemed,  as  by 
some  magic  touch,  to  open  for  a  little  wbile 
and  be  penetrated  by  a  mysterious  vague 
sense  of  the  misery  by  which  it  was  sur- 
rounded. 

It  was  one  of  these  unwonted  fits  tbat 
had  seized  it  yesterday  and  filled  Polly's  cry 
— begun  in  hypocrisy — with  such  true  and 
bitter  anguish. 

When  Bardsley  called  her,  she  woke  at 
once  as  innocently  and  brightly  as  anything 
on  earth  might  wake,  rising  towards  him, 
smiling,  and  stretching  her  little  hand,  the 
substitute  for  her  blind  eyes,  to  his  face. 

He  could  know  nothing  of  how  sweet  her 
pretty,  rich-fringed  eyes  were,  or  how  the 
sunshine  glorified  her  hair,  claiming  it — all 
abased  and  trailed  on  prison  stones  though 
it  was — as  one  of  the  shining  treasures  of 
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the  morning  and  the  spring  ;  but  her  waking 
and  her  touch  comforted  him  greatly. 

"  I'm  glad  you've  slep'  well,  Polly,"  he 
said,  tijing  to  maintain  a  dignified  com- 
posure of  countenance  under  her  attentive 
fingers,  as  he  sat  down  at  her  side,  and  laid 
his  hand  on  her  shoulder.  ^'  I'm  very  glad, 
indeed  ;  for  there  ain't  nothing  Hke  sleep  to 
shake  a  person  together  agen,  when  they've 
shook  theirselves  to  pieces,  as  you  did 
yesterday — both  yom^  own  self  and  me, 
PoUy.  /  ain't  slep'  at  aU,  now,  aU  night — 
not  a  wink  ;  it  warn't  in  me  ;  but  I'm  truly 
glad  as  you  could,  Polly — truly  glad." 

And  Bardsley  sighed  with  a  sort  of  philo- 
sophical resignation,  as  if  adding  mentally, 
^'  So  is  it  ever  in  this  world — the  innocent 
must  suffer  for  the  guilty." 

His  voice  and  his  words  brought  all  the 
bitter  truth  at  once  into  Polly's  mind. 
With  it  came  also  one  of  those  strange, 
brief  flashes  of  inner  sight  which  allowed 
her  to  see  herself  and  her  hfe. 
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Her  morning  fresliness  and  cheerfulness 
were  gone.  Horror  and  self-pity  came  over 
her,  her  eyes  filled  with  tears,  and  she 
threw  herself  face  downwards  on  the  straw 
and  began  a  dreary  waihng,  which  moved 
Bardsley  with  impatience  and  irritation. 

*'  Oh,  well,  if  that's  to  he  it,  Polly,"  he 
said  in  a  voice  sternly  contemptuous,  ''  I 
must  let  things  go  as  they  will.  It's  no 
good  one  strivin'  and  strainin'  while  t'other 
lays  down  and  howls.  Now  I  tell  you  once 
for  all,  Polly,  if  this  goes  wrong  with  us,  as 
you  seem  set  on  letting  it,  I'm  done  for.  I 
could  ha'  wish  to  see  you  better  provided 
for,  afore  I  meets  your  poor  father,  but  my 
efforts  for  you,  Polly,  is  come  to  a  end,  if 
the  worst  comes  to  the  worst  on  this 
occasion.  I'm  an  old  man,  Polly,  which  on 
account  o'  the  energy  I  puts  out  for  your 
sake  you're  apt  to  forget ;  but  age  is  age, 
and  can't  stand  a  blow  hke  this." 

Here  Bardsley  tried  the  effect  of  a  Httle 
smothered  but  very  audible  sobbing  himself. 
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Polly's  wailing  ceased  ;  the  weary,  doAvn- 
cast  little  form  di'ew  itseK  up  and  nestled 
at  his  side.  The  hem  of  Polly's  wretched 
gown  was  applied  with  gentle  vigour  to 
Bardsley's  eyes — an  attention  as  unpleasant 
to  him  as  it  was  unnecessary,  but  which  he 
bore  with  Christian  fortitude,  and  rewarded 
Polly  for  by  receiving  her  somewhat  stiffly 
in  the  arm  against  which  she  leaned . 

''  I  don't  want  to  scold  you,  PoUy.  Fm 
well  aware  as  you're  not  strong,  and  can't 
reckon  on  yom  mind  in  the  right  place  and 
the  right  time,  and  it  ain't  for  my  sake 
but  your  own  hintirely  as  I  could  wish  for 
you  to  break  off  this  sort  o'  childish  way 
you  has  of  roaring  out  over  a  bit  o'  trouble, 
which,  as  I've  told  you  often,  is  a  thing  as 
we're  all  born  to,  and  as  runs  in  your  own 
family  most  perticklerly. 

^^  I  ain't  bin  able,  it's  true,  to  give  you 
such  a  edgercation  as  you'd  a  had  if  you'd 
stayed  at  the  place  I  moved  the  world  to 
get  you  inter ;  but  I  do  take  credit  to  myself. 
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Polly,  for  trying  to  keep  yon  well  up  in 
one  lesson  as  I've  learnt  by  harder  ways 
than  I've  tried  to  learn  it  to  you — a  lesson, 
Polly,  as  the  teachin'  of  is  much  neglected 
in  all  circles — and  that  is,  the  accepting 
of  trouble  as  a  fact,  as  a  thing  you  must 
expect  to  meet  anywheres  and  everywheres, 
as  certainly  as  a  party  you  might  'appen  to 
owe  a  small  sum  to — as  take  the  case  of  the 
^  ketch-'em-ahve-O '  man  I  borrered  six- 
pence of  last  June,  where  could  I  turn  a 
corner  without  finding  myself  stuck  to  his 
fly-papers  ?  But  I  expected  him,  Polly, 
and  dodged  him  as  I'd  have  you  expect  and 
dodge  trouble,  which  is  as  real  and  sticky  as 
fly-papers,  and,  no  doubt,  set  by  a  judicious 
Providence  as  knows  it  wouldn't  do  for  us  to 
be  all  in  the  sugar-basin  at  once." 

Polly  listened  meekly,  thankful  to  hear 
the  old  man  fall  into  his  habitual  preaching 
tone,  to  which  she  was  so  weU  used.  But 
Bardsley,  at  the  first  pause  he  made,  became 
aware  of  how  he  had  been  wasting  the  few 
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precious  moments  which  remained  for  him 
to  teach  Polly  her  part  in  the  day's  perform- 
ance. 

He  erected  himseK  with  as  much  dignity 
as  he  could  in  his  lowly  position  on  the 
floor,  and  assumed  a  brisker  tone. 

"But  what  I  was  goin'  to  say  to  you, 
Polly,  is,  as  it's  of  the  most  wital  import- 
ance -as  you  shud  rec'lect  to-day  you  are  no 
longer  a  child,  but  a  growed-up  young 
woman  with  responsibihties,  with  more 
responsibihties — some  desirable,  others  not 
— than  most  young  women  of  your  age." 

Polly  sighed.  She  knew  that  it  boded  no 
good  to  her  when  Bardsley  began  to  speak 
of  her  responsibihties — knew  well  it  was  a 
token  that  some  unpleasant  task  was  about 
to  be  assigned  to  her. 

Bardsley  began  at  once  to  make  known 
to  Polly  what  he  had  so  carefully  con- 
sidered as  best  for  her  to  do  and  say.  He 
restrained  his  usual  volubility,  and  managed 
to  convey  his  thoughts  and  wishes,  or  com- 
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mands,  very  simply  and  clearly  to  Polly,  so 
that  she  conld  not  fail  to  understand  him. 

When  he  had  finished  he  did  not  feel  any 
surprise  at  finding  her  silent  and  motionless 
for  some  minutes,  for  he  knew  that  Polly 
often  hesitated  to  speak  too  quickly,  for 
fear  he  should  charge  her — as  he  often  did, 
and  justly — with  answering  from  her  quick 
heart  without  having  received  the  sense  of 
what  he  had  said  into  her  slow  mind  at  all. 

He  waited  patiently. 

At  last  the  thought  of  how  many  minutes 
must  have  passed  since  the  ceasing  of  his 
own  voice,  troubled  him  suddenly.  The 
doubts  he  had  felt,  the  strange  fear  he  had 
had  when  he  touched  her  face,  as  she  slept, 
returned  to  him  all  at  once  as  the  strange- 
ness of  her  silence  came  over  him  like  a 
bitter  chill. 

Why,  he  wondered,  did  he  hesitate  to 
speak  to  her,  to  stretch  his  arm  towards  her  ? 
He  could  not  tell,  but  he  did  hesitate 
tiU  the  silence  lengthened  painfully. 
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At  last  lie  moved  his  arm,  and  found 
that  she  had  gone  away  from  his  side. 
Then  a  cry  with  anger  in  it  as  well  as 
fear  broke  from  him. 

''  Poll,  why  don't  yer  answer  me  ?" 

Straining  his  ears  as  he  half  sat,  haK 
lay  with  his  face  stretched  forward,  he 
heard  her  quick,  excited  breathing. 

"Answer  me,  Polly,"  he  cried  less 
angrily,  more  beseechingly.  ''  Tell  me  as 
you'll  do  what  I  said  you  must  do. 
Answer  me." 

From  the  corner  towards  which  a  vague 
instinct  had  caused  him  to  turn  his  face 
PoUy's  voice  came  at  last,  low,  so  low  he 
could  but  just  hear  it,  and  heavily  burthened 
with  misery — 

"  I  can't  do  it,  daddy.  I  can't  swear  as 
Iseedthehght." 

The  voice  seemed  to  creep  tremblingly 
along  the  prison  floor,  so  that  he  knew 
Polly  was  cast  do^^Ti  in  great  distress  in  that 
corner  to  which  she  had  taken  herself. 
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'^  Who  is  it,"  he  asked  hoarsely,  ''  a- 
speaking  to  me  hke  that  ?  It's  never 
PoUy?" 

*'  I  can't  swear  as  I  seed  the  Hght ;  it  is 
me  as  ses  it,  daddy." 

*^  It  is  ! "  cried  Bardsley,  quivering  on  his 
elhow,  and  speaking  in  a  voice  of  solemn 
anger.  ^'  Then  what  evil  speret  is  a-tempt- 
ing  of  you  to  speak  and  to  be'ave  like  this, 
PoUy,  in  return  for  all  I've  done  for  yer  ?" 

PoUy  was  silent.  She  could  not  teU  him 
what  spirit  it  was.  She  could  not  under- 
stand herseK,  and  was  stiU.  less  able  to 
describe  to  him  these  moments  of  mental 
and  spiritual  seeing ;  when  she  beheld  her 
wretched  httle  life  with  such  passionate 
consternation,  counting  up  her  miseries,  and 
making  moan  over  herself  as  some  opium- 
dulled  mother,  free  for  a  few  moments  from 
her  stupor,  might  wail  over  her  starving  and 
ill-used  babe. 

PoUy  was  not  moaning  now ;  her  tears 
were  falling  fast  and  silently  on  the  thin 
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little  arms  that  pillowed  lier  face  as  she 
lay  cast  down  upon  the  stones. 

^'  Come,  Polly,"  said  Bardsley  in  a  con- 
cihatory  but  intensely  anxious  voice, 
"  you've  got  one  of  your  crazy  fits  on — 
throw  it  off,  Polly,  throw  it  off." 

It  was  one  of  Polly's  trials  to  have  these 
times  of  terrible  sanity  called  madness — 
for  Bardsley  never  thought  them  anything 
else,  though  often  during  them  she  wailed 
out  some  bitter  truth  to  him. 

The  only  answer  that  she  could  make 
now  was  a  repetition  of  the  cry — 

"  Daddy,  I  can't  swear  as  I  seed  the 
Hght." 

"  So,"  said  Bardsley,  after  remaining 
some  time  in  angry  silence,  ^'  Polly  is 
a-goin'  to  ruin  her  old  grandfather,  is  she  ? 
And  for  a  whim — a  fit  o'  nonsense  ?" 

''No;  it's  'cos  I  can't,  daddy — I  can't 
swear  as  I  seed  the  hght." 

''And  why  can't  yer,  you  unnatural, 
wicked  gal  ?  Why  can't  yer  ?  Don't  roar ; 
but  answer  me  why  can't  yer  ?  " 
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*^  'Cos  I'se  afraid  God  A'mighty  won't 
never  again  let  me  see  if  I  do — if  I  swears 
I  'as  wlien  I  'asn't." 

By  the  burning  of  Polly's  cheeks  in 
uttering  this,  it  might  have  been  a  most 
shameful  confession.  It  required  no  little 
bravery  on  her  part  to  utter  it ;  for  she 
knew  it  would  bring  Bardsley's  ridicule  upon 
her,  as  indeed  it  did,  promptly  and  bitterly, 
in  a  laugh  and  an  oath  together. 

At  this  she  sobbed  aloud. 

'''Nough  o'  that  row,  now!"  cried  Bards- 
ley  sternly.  ^'  I  see  wot  it  is — it's  that 
confounded  school  nonsense  a-workin'  in 
yer  'ead.  Now,  Polly,  is  it  possible  as 
you  can't  yet  bring  yer  mind  to  under- 
stand wot  I've  told  yer  so  many  times  as 
to  the  subjec'  of  the  same  religion  not 
being  conformable  to  all  speres  o'  life  ? 
Now,  I  arst  yer  to  put  it  to  yerseH  Hke 
a  sensible  gal,  Polly.  Take  the  case  of 
a — a — a  statement  of  a  fact  as  isn't  a 
fact.     WeU,    now,    do    you    mean   to   say 
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on  yer  lionour,  Polly,  it's  the  same  thing 
whether  it's  done  ter  save  a  person  from 
ruin,  or  whether  it's  done  by  a  fine  lady 
in  her  di^arin'-room  'earin'  a  double  knock 
at  the  door,  and  reflectin'  she  ain't  got 
her  best  cap  on,  or  fancyin'  she  got  a 
glimpse  out  o'  winder  of  an  old  gown 
as  she  gave  seven  year  ago  to  a  poor 
relation  as  may  ha'  come  down  thinkin' 
it's  time  the  bounty  was  renooed?  Now, 
I  arst  yer,  Polly,  do  you  think  it's  the 
same?" 

As  Polly  at  the  best  of  times  was  in- 
capable of  argument,  she  did  not  attempt 
any  answer  to  this  perplexing  question. 

^'Depend  on  it,  Polly,"  continued  Bards- 
ley.  ''  God  A'mighty  'ud  a  great  deal  ray- 
ther  you'd  save  your  old  grandfather  from 
ruin  than  be  a  puffin'  up  yer  'eart  with 
rehgion  at  such  a  ilconwenient  time  as 
this.  I'd  always  have  yer  say  yer  prayers, 
Polly,  and  beheve  in  a  Providence  above 
as  wisits  a^\^ful  retribution  on  all  as  furgits 

VOL.  II.  I 
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the  blind,  or  in  anyways  worrits  'em,  and 
as  is  something  to  look  to  when  all  else 
fails.  But  fur  people  in  our  station  to  be 
expectin'  to  keep  to  a  religion  which  I've 
heered  is  as  much  or  more  than  them  in 
the  'ighest  circles  can  live  up  to,  why,  it's 
rank  presumption,  PoUy,  and  nothink  else." 

If  continuing  in  the  same  determination 
might  be  called  presumption,  Polly  remained 
presumptuous  still,  for  Bardsley  had  no 
sooner  ceased  speaking  than  she  again  put 
forth  her  feeble,  drawling,  but  obstinate 
'cry— 

^^  I  can't  swear  as  I  seed  the  light !  " 

*'  Then  don't !  "  shouted  Bardsley  fiercely. 
^^  Kuin  yerseK  and  ruin  me,  you ". 

And  he  launched  at  Polly  such  a  selection 
of  epithets  as  none  but  one  brought  up 
like  herseH,  with  very  free  and  liberal  ideas 
of  language,  could  hear  without  horror. 
Even  with  these  ideas  Polly  was  much 
shocked  and  shaken ;  for  it  is  certain  that 
the  accepting  a  vocabulary  as  being  right 
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and  proper,  and  the  haying  its  hardest 
words  hurled  at  oneself,  are  two  very 
different  things.  A  more  piteous  lamenta- 
tion arose  from  her  corner,  and  Bardsley's 
fierce  abuse  smouldered  down  to  a  low  and 
ominous  muttering. 

Suddenly  he  got  up  and  felt  his  way  to 
the  corner  where  Polly  was. 

"Polly,"  he  said,  holding  his  rage  in 
strong  control  as  he  stood  over  her,  "as 
nothing  else  can  turn  you  fi'om  this  wicked 
state  of  mind,  I  shall  be  compelled  to  tell 
yer  what  I  didn't  wish  to  say  nothing  about 
to  yer  yet,  but  now  I  can't  'elp  myseK;  so 
set  up  and  stop  this  howling,  and  I'll  tell  yer 

what  I  have  brought  yer  down  to  this 

place  for." 

Polly  sat  up. 

"  Ai'e  you  a-listenin' ?  "  asked  Bardsley 
sharply. 

"  Yes,  daddy." 

He  paused  for  some  time,  leaning  his 
shoulder  against  the  wall. 
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"I  'spose  you  'ain't  guessed  at  all  wot  I 
did  come  down  liere  for,  Polly  ?  " 

''No,"  answered  Polly  with  a  sigh,  which 
seemed  to  express  a  heartfelt  opinion  that, 
whatever  the  journey  was  for,  it  had  been 
a  great  mistake. 

"Well,  I've  come  after  that  scamp,"  said 
Bardsley,  "that's  wot  Tve  come  after, 
PoUy." 

He  bent  his  head,  endeavouring  to  detect 
by  breath  or  movement  any  effect  his 
words  might  have  had  on  Polly. 

An  unnatural  stillness  was  over  the  little 
form  at  his  feet.  Whether  it  denoted 
surprise,  consternation,  pleasure,  or  in- 
difference, Bardsley  could  not  tell. 

"Did  you  hear  me,  Polly?"  he  asked. 
"Do  you  imderstand  where  we're  a-goin' 
when  we  git  out  of  here  ?  " 

"  T'  High  Mills,"  answered  Polly  in  a  weary 
voice  that  might  have  come  from  one  thrice 
her  age. 

"  Exactly  so,"  said  Bardsley. . 
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He  Tvaited  then  for  something  more  from 
Polly,  but  she  remained  silent. 

He  was  clearing  his  throat  preparatory 
to  giving  her  more  information  concerning 
the  pm'port  of  their  journey,  when  he  felt 
Polly's  hands  flung  on  his  feet,  and  heard 
her  voice  choked  mth  sobs,  crying — 

"Don't,  don't,  don't,  daddy!  Don't  go 
there ;  don't  go  there,  and  I'll  swear  I 
seed  the  Hght ;  only  don't  go  there,  don't 
go  there." 

Bardsley  drew  back  a  step. 
"Polly,"  he  said  sternly,  "  I  don't  know 
you  :  there's  nothink  of  you  left  but  whims." 
He  was  agitated,  and  spoke  only  to  hide 
his  agitation.  He  did  know  her  at  that 
moment  as  well  as  he  knew  himseK.  He 
understood,  much  too  well  for  his  peace 
of  mind,  the  kind  of  struggle  that  was 
making  her  writhe  at  his  feet. 

He  knew  that  every  instinct  of  self- 
respect  or  honour  which  her  hard  life  had 
left  in  her  would  be  moved  to  strong  and 
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bitter  rebellion  against  tbe  threatened  visit 
to  tbe  mills  ;  and  be  knew  also  bow  mncb  too 
simple  sbe  was  to  perceive  tbat  remaining 
true  to  ber  purpose  of  not  swearing  tbat 
sbe  bad  recovered  ber  sigbt  was  tbe 
surest  way  of  preventing  tbis  visit. 

But  tbougb  for  a  little  wbile  Bardsley 
was  moved  by  tbis  simplicity  in  ber,  be  did 
not  scruple  to  take  cruel  advantage  of  it, 
as  it  was  for  tbis  very  tbing  tbat  be  bad 
made  wbat  would  appear  to  be  so  unwise 
a  revelation  to  Polly. 

'^Yery  well,  Polly,"  be  said,  croucbing 
down  and  patting  ber  sboulder,  ^'  tben 
tbat's  our  bargain,  eb  ?  You  swears  us 
out  o'  tbis  like  a  brave  good  lass  as  you 
are,  and  bas  yer  own  way  ever  after." 

Polly  submitted  to  bis  conciliatory  pats 
like  a  lifeless  creature.  Sbe  was  so  strange, 
tbat  be  judged  it  best  to  say  notbing  for 
several  moments. 

He  bad  no  pangs  of  conscience  in  tbus 
clieating  one  wbom  it  was  so  very  easy  to 
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cheat,  but  reasoned  with  himself  that  weak 
things  like  PoUy  were  not  to  be  managed 
at  aU  without  such  stratagems. 

What  was  she  doing,  he  wondered,  with 
her  face  down  against  the  stones,  so  silent 
and  so  still  ?  Taking  leave,  perhaps,  of 
that  far-away,  strange  thing  she  called  the 
Hght,  which  she  thought  she  must  no  more 
hope  to  see  after  this  day  when  her  Hps 
were  to  swear  falsely  concerning  it. 

"  Innercint  Httle  fool,"  thought  Bardsley, 
sending  up  his  ragged  coat-cuff  to  do  his 
eyes  a  necessary  ser^dce,  ^'  as  if — if  there 
ivas  anythink  to  pay  for  this  sort  o' 
thing — Providence  wouldn't  send  in  the 
biU  ter  me ;  and  a  long  un  it  'ud  be — 
Lord  'elp  me  !  " 
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CHAPTEE  YII. 

THE    OEGAN. 

"  Trembling  he  sat,  and,  shrunk  in  abject  fears, 
From  his  vile  visage  wiped  the  scalding  tears," 

Homer. 

While  Bardsley  was  waiting  and  listening 
for  PoUy  to  move,  he  heard  the  sound  of 
keys  rattling  and  bolts  being  drawn  in 
the  direction  of  the  front  of  the  building. 
Apparently  some  doors  were  opened,  for 
immediately  afterwards  the  sound  of  a  fine 
organ  penetrated  to  the  cell  where  they  were. 
Bardsley  knew  it  was  the  old  organist 
practising  in  the  church  on  the  other 
side  of  the  narrow  street  in  which  the 
prison  stood.  He  and  PoUy  had  been 
humbly  admiring  hsteners  to  this  early 
performance     every    morning    since    their 
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arriTal  at  Bnlver's  Bay.  Indeed,  tlie  old 
man  had  found  it  ratlier  a  profitable  kind 
of  amusement,  for  the  organist  was  only 
too  happy  to  buy  a  pennyworth  a  day  of 
such  profound  and  ecstatic  admiration  as 
the  bhnd  man's  face  and  waving  hands 
testified,  while  Polly  di'ooped  and  wept 
with  childish  memories,  or  lifted  up  her 
face  sweet  and  smiling  with  a  renewal  of 
childish  hopes,  and  Jowler  outside  in  the 
churchyard  stood  first  on  one  tombstone 
and  then  another  in  sculpturesque  attitudes, 
trying  to  see  in  at  the  windows,  wondering 
what  was  going  on,  and  having  a  gnawing 
suspicion  of  breakfast. 

When  Bardsley  heard  the  gi'and  sound 
coming  as  the  angel  came  to  Peter,  calmly 
triumphant  over  bars  and  bolts  and  all 
prison  fastnesses,  he  growled  a  cm^se  upon 
the  white-haked  player,  for  he  knew  it 
would  disturb  Polly  again  with  thoughts 
of  her  babyish  school-days. 

He    was  not  ^^Tong.      In  a   minute  she 
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lifted  lier  face  from  the  stones.  Slie  rose 
to  her  elbow — to  her  knee — to  her  feet, 
j)ausing  to  listen  between  each  movement. 

She  stood  listening,  her  arms  crossed, 
a  hand  laid  on  each  shoulder,  hugging  the 
memory  of  that  little  pure  white  cape  of 
the  bhnd-school  uniform,  which  might 
have  kept  the  wilful  heart  as  pure,  had 
she  not  cast  it  off  so  wantonly. 

Bardsley  knew,  felt  fully  how  excited  she 
was  growing,  and  expected  each  instant 
she  would  cry  out  to  him  and  give  him 
more  trouble. 

She  did  cry  out,  in  mingled  passion, 
misery,  and  triumph,  but  not  to  him. 

''0  our  Father!"  cried  Polly,  "Our 
Father  'chart'n  'eaven  !  I  won't  swear  as 
I  seed  the  light !  " 

At  that  moment  Bardsley  heard  the 
rattling  of  keys  close  outside  the  door,  and 
voices,  from  which  he  made  out  that  the 
gaoler  had  brought  himself  into  trouble  by 
placing  them  together. 
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The  door  was  presently  opened,  and 
then  the  glory  of  the  angel  that  had  come 
to  Polly's  succour  rushed  in  and  filled 
the  cell. 

Bardsley  leapt  to  his  feet,  blaspheming 
and  stretching  out  his  arms,  more  in  im- 
potent desire  to  T^Testle  for  Polly's  tender 
spirit,  with  those  sweet  and  powerful  sounds, 
than  to  offer  any  resistance  to  the  men 
who  had  come  to  take  her  weary  form 
away  from  him  for  hut  an  hour  or  two. 

Another  moment  and  the  door  was 
closed  again,  and  a  lonely  mass  of  rags 
lay  heaving  on  the  prison  floor. 
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CHAPTEE   YIIL 


ma'e  s'one's  news. 


^'  Close,  close  it  is  pressed  to  the  window, 
As  if  those  childish  eyes 
Were  looking  into  the  darkness. 
To  see  some  form  arise." 

Longfellow. 

Day  after  day  Michael  watched  the  richness 
of  summer  increasing  about  his  new  world. 

The  two  questions  that  weighed  upon  his 
heart  remained  unanswered,  and  troubled 
him,  sleeping  and  waking.  Nothing  had 
occurred  to  show  him  whether  Nora  had 
been  hopelessly  offended  by  his  words  on 
that  strange  night.  Nothing  had  given 
him  any  clue  as  to  Bardsley's  intentions. 
He    did   not    know  whether  the  old  man 
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and  his  grandchild  were  still  in  prison,  or 
what  had  became  of  them. 

Strangely  enough  Ma'r  S'one  was  the 
fii'st  to  enlighten  him  on  this  matter. 

One  evening,  about  a  week  after  their 
visit  to  Biilver's  Bay,  Michael  shut  up 
the  mill  early,  whistled  to  Guarder,  and 
went  some  miles  along  the  Tidhurst  road 
to  meet  and  walk  home  with  Ma'r  S'one, 
whom  he  expected  to  be  retm-ning  about 
this  time. 

The  old  man  had  been  sent  off  to  Tid- 
hurst cattle  fair  early  that  morning,  greatly 
overburdened  and  saddened  by  the  charge 
of  a  fine  hog  of  fom-teen  stone,  which,  in 
consequence  of  a  suspicion  of  measles, 
Mrs.  Moon  had  desii'ed  to  have  sold  imme- 
diately, and  at  its  fullest  price. 

He  appeared  to  be  greatly  surprised  and 
touched  by  Michael's  attention  in  coming 
to  meet  him  and  relieving  him  of  some 
heavy  farm  implements  which  he  had  had 
to  purchase  at  Tidhurst  and  carry  home. 
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As  tliey  walked  along  together,  Ma'r 
S'one's  repeated  sighs  and  solemn  shakes 
of  the  head  led  Michael  to  fear  that  he 
and  his  errand  had  met  with  the  very 
worst  of  bad  luck,  and  that  he  had  real 
cause  for  being  alarmed  at  meeting  Mrs. 
Moon.  He  forebore  questioning  him,  feel- 
ing sure  it  would  not  be  many  minutes 
before  the  old  man  would  confide  his 
trouble  to  him.  Without  seeming  to  loiter 
for  him,  he  suited  his  strong  step  to  Ma'r 
S'one's  uncertain,  plodding  trot. 

^*  Stopped  at  th'  aarf-way  'saarfternoon, 
Ma'rs  Michael,"  he  began  presently,  evi- 
dently finding  walking  and  talking  at  once 
a  great  labour,  and  more  than  his  breath 
could  manage  without  much  trouble. 

^'  Ah,"  said  Michael,  well  knowing  that 
Ma'r  S'one  alluded  to  the  old  half-way 
house  between  Lamberhurst  and  Tidhurst, 
where  the  coaches  used  to  stop  before  the 
railway  came  to  Bulver's  Bay.  ''  Well, 
you're    no    bad   judge,     Mr.    Ma'r    S'one. 
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Old  Piggot's  ale's  tlie  best  in  SoutMown- 
shire.  When  I  go  by  every  Wednesday 
I  have  a  glass  regularly." 

"Ay,  ay,  I  thart  ye  did,"  said  Ma'r 
S'one,  with  a  httle  sudden,  sprightly  mis- 
chief in  his  eye  and  voice.  '^  I  thart  ye 
did,  Ma'rs  Michael." 

"  You  thought  I  did  ?  Why,  how  in  the 
world  should  you  know  ?  "  asked  Michael. 

"I  wui-  round  there  with  youi'  maister 
in  the  waggon  o'  Friday  marnin',"  answered 
Ma'r  S'one,  shaking  his  head  slyly ;  "  and 
Fleetfoot  he  di-ared  up  grandly  at  th'  aarf- 
way — gi-andly,  he  did." 

While  Michael  wondered  for  some 
minutes  why  Ambray  had  not  spoken  to 
him  concerning  Fleetfoot's  revelation,  Ma'r 
S'one  relapsed  into  his  former  sadness — 
the  sighing  and  the  shaking  of  the  head 
recommenced. 

'^  Yees,"  he  began  again  after  a  httle 
while.  "  I  stopped  at  th'  aarf-way  'saarf- 
ternoon." 
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'*  All,  by-the-by,  so  you  said,"  answered 
Micbael  encouragingly. 

<^  'Arry  Piggot  carled  me  in,  and  there 
were  a  cliaap  there  a-read'n'  out  the  noos- 
paper.  Oh,  they  be  arful,  they  papers — 
arful." 

''  What  was  the  matter  this  afternoon  ?  " 
inquired  Michael. 

Ma'r  S'one  sighed  heavily,  and  answered 
in  a  trembling  voice — 

"  T'wur  'bout  that  poor  blind  cretur'." 

*^  Who?    The  girl  we  saw  on  Tuesday?  " 

^^Ay;  they've  give  'em  six  weeks  ave 
it,  Ma'rs  Michael." 

'^  Six  weeks  of  it!"  repeated  Michael. 
^'Have  they  now?  Well,  I  suppose  that 
old  rascal  deserves  it.  I  suppose  they  both 
deserve  it — don't  you  think  so  yourself, 
Mr.  Ma'r  S'one  ?  " 

Michael  spoke  quickly,  and  while  his 
thoughts  were  far  away  from  what  he  said. 
He  had  not  paused  to  think  whether  old 
Bardsley  and  his  grandchild  deserved  their 
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sentence,  or  whether  it  was  an  nnjiist  one. 
His  only  feeling  on  hearing  Ma'r  S'one's 
news  had  been  one  of  glad  rehef.  For  six 
weeks  he  need  not  be  expecting  any  dis- 
closiu'es  to  Ambray  concerning  George. 
He  had  seen  a  two-days'  old  paper  at  the 
Team  eveiy  day  since  their  arrest,  and 
had  searched  in  it  vainly  for  any  news  of 
the  blind  impostors. 

Six  weeks  !  Who  could  tell  whether  by 
the  end  of  such  time  that  might  not  be 
known  at  the  High  Mills  which  would 
render  the  worst  Bardsley  could  have  to 
say  stingless  and  trivial  ? 

Michael's  walk  homewards  was  a  sad  one. 
He  seemed  to  have  added  Ma'r  S'one's 
tender-hearted  pity  to  his  own,  when 
thinking  of  that  helpless  and  erring  pair. 

"Does  she  watch  for  George  to  deliver 
her?"  he  wondered.  And  all  night  that 
question  made  him  fancy  he  saw  her  httle 
blind  face  at  her  prison  window,  listening 
and  watching  in  its  twofold  darkness. 

VOL.  II.  K 
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CHAPTEE  IX. 

ma'e  s'one  in  disgeace. 

^'  Little  shall  I  grace  my  cause 
In  speaking  for  myself. " 

Shakspeare. 

The  pair  liad  walked  on  for  nearly  ten 
minutes  in  silence,  and  Michael  had  for- 
gotten the  question  he  had  asked  M'ar 
S'one,  when  he  was  startled  by  the  old  man 
saying, 

*^You  never  aarst  me  'bout  th'og,  Ma'rs 
Michael." 

*'No;  but  Tve  been  wondering  all  the 
way  what  luck  you've  had,  Mr.  Ma'r 
S'one." 

"  Arful — arful,"  groaned  Ma'r  S'one. 
^^Arful  luck!" 
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Micliael  uttered  an  exclamation  of  sym- 
pathy and  condolence. 

''  But  what  did  you  get  for  him,  then  ?  " 
he  asked. 

Ma'r  S'one  looked  up  as  one  aghast,  and 
answered  in  a  choking  voice — 

"  Just  what  missus  said — two  pound 
eighteen  and  fourpence — Ma'rs  Michael." 

"  ^\niat  ?  four  and  twopence  a  stone  ! 
Well  done  !  "  cried  Michael. 

'^Ah,"  said  Mai'  S'one  with  much  diffi- 
culty and  catching  of  breath,  "but  you 
shud  a  see  th'  old  chaap  as  baught  it,  Ma  rs 
Michael,  arl  bent,  an'  gray  and  saarft  in 
th'ead  he  wur,  and  giinny-at-nothing  like, 
and  aaif  a  score  older  'an  me,  Ma'rs  Michael, 
he  telled  me  esseK." 

Michael  tried  to  comfort  him  by  assuring 
liim  he  had  acted  but  as  any  one  else  would 
have  done,  but  his  words  had  no  power  to 
remove  the  old  man's  conviction  that  he 
deserved  imprisonment  far  more  than  Polly 
Bardsley. 
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Micliael  parted  from  Ma'r  S'one  at  Buck- 
holt  farmlionse. 

He  was  carrying  his  purchase  down  the 
yard  for  him,  and  had  nearly  passed  the 
front  door  before  he  noticed  that  Mrs. 
Moon  was  standing  there. 

No  sooner  did  Ma'r  S'one  also  become 
aware  of  this  fact,  than  he  made  a  nervous 
attempt  to  possess  himself  of  what  Michael 
was  carrying  for  him. 

Mrs.  Moon,  however,  had  already  seen 
them,  and  Ma'r  S'one  was  soon  shaking  at 
the  sound  of  her-  voice,  and  looking  help- 
lessly at  Michael. 

/'Well,  Ma'r  S'one,"  she  called  out,  '' I 
shud  ha'  thart  you  hadn't  so  much  to  do  to 
fatigue  you  but  what  you  could  a  ca'ied 
your  own  little  harrants  from  Tidhurst 
without  having  a  passel  o'  men  to  bring 
'em  home  for  you." 

Michael  had  grown  used  to  being  so 
spoken  of  by  this  time,  and  gave  her  a 
civil  *'  Good  evening  "  as  he  put  down  Ma'r 
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S'one's  little  errands,  whicli  consisted  of 
two'  new  pitchforks  and  a  heavy  horse- 
collar. 

^'  I  tell  you  what,  Ma'r  S'one,"  cried  Mrs. 
Moon,  without  deigning  to  notice  Michael's 
respectful  salutation,  ^^  when  you're  out  for 
your  own  pleasure  you  go  into  what  com- 
pany you  like — Tm  not  going  to  look  after 
you  at  your  age — not  I ;  but  when  you're 
on  business  o'  mine,  you'll  please  to  keep 
3''ourseK  to  yourseK :  so  let  that  be  a  under- 
stood thing,  or  you  and  me  will  farl  out." 

"Yes,  missis,"  answered  Ma'r  S'one  in 
a  great  tremble,  and  signing  to  Michael  by 
imploring  jerks  of  his  elbow  to  go  and  leave 
him. 

"And  I  shud  like  to  know  how  much 
longer  you  are  going  to  stand  there,"  she 
continued  almost  in  the  same  breath, 
"  without  a  word  o'  'pology  for  bein'  so  late, 
an'  they  caarves  left  without  bite  nor  sup 
this  nine  hour.  It's  a  deal  o'  use  me 
keepin'   a   elderly   man  as   wants   constant 
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pliysicldng  and  pampering — o'  purpose  to 
be  responsible  and  stiddy,  to  feed  the 
animals,  and  be  bebaving  just  for  arl  tbe 
world  like  a  giddy  lad.  Do  you  bear  me, 
Ma'r  S'one,  or  do  you  intend  to  stand  tbere 
sett'n'  me  at  defiance  arl  nigbt  ?  " 

Tbe  ^' pbysicking"  to  wbicb  Mrs.  Moon 
alluded  bad  been  tbe  administration  by  ber 
of  a  black  draugbt  on  one  occasion,  about 
a  year  ago,  wben  Ma'r  S'one,  from  tbe 
effects  of  over- work,  bad  been  unable  to  rise 
in  tbe  morning;  tbe  ^'pampering"  bad 
been  tbe  swallowing  of  a  Httle  gruel  tbe 
next  day,  wben  be  was  too  sick  to  take 
anything  else. 

Tbe  idea  of  setting  any  one  at  defiance 
was  so  terrible  to  Ma'r  S'one,  tbat  be  sbook 
like  an  aspen  as  be  protested,  in  a  voice 
lull  of  distress — 

"  I  wur  goin'  to  'polergize  'bout  bein'  so 
laate,  missis,  but  you  was  tellin'  me  'bout 
th'  caarves.  I  wur  laate  because  I  gits 
along    so    slow;    and   'Arry    carled  me   in 
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th'  aarf-way  just  ter  arst  me  how  you 
was." 

Ma'r  S'one  did  tell  small  untruths  some- 
times, for  "peace  and  quiet."  And  this 
was  one,  as  Michael  knew  by  the  faint  flush 
that  came  over  his  hard  little  cheek. 

''  But  I  'polergize  humbly,  missis,"  he 
added.     "  And  I " 

"When  you've  done  these  parltry  s'cuses, 
Ma'r  S'one,"  interrupted  Mrs.  Moon  sharply, 
"  I  shall  be  glad  if  you'll  please  to  recollect 
I'm  waiting  arl  this  time  to  hear  about  the 
business  you  was  sent  on." 

Ma'r  S'one,  after  much  fumbling,  di'ew^ 
the  purse  from  his  bosom,  and  with  a  guilty 
glance  at  Michael,  gave  its  contents  into 
Mrs.  Moon's  fat  hand. 

Her  face  expressed  so  much  satisfaction 
that  Ma'r  S'one  began  to  feel  a  little  con- 
soled for  aU  his  misgivings  of  conscience. 

"Come,  that's  arl  right,"  she  said,  put- 
ting the  money  into  her  pocket ;  but  the 
next   instant   her   eye    and  voice   were   as 
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sharp  as  before,  when  she  looked  at  Ma'r 
S'one  and  observed — 

^^  But  you  know  this  is  just  a  proof  o' 
what  I'm  arlways  sayin',  Ma'r  S'one,  as  you 
can  do  much  more  'an  you  chooses  to  do." 

Even  Ma'r  S'one's  patient  spirit  was 
stung  by  the  injustice  of  this  remark. 

''  I  does  arl  as  lays  i'  my  power, 
missis " 

"  There,  don't  argue  at  me,  Ma'r  S'one," 
cried  Mrs.  Moon;  "1  wouldn't  ha'  that  if 
you  were  as  old  as  'Thuseler.  Come  now, 
I  shaU  be  glad  if  you'll  get  th'  yard  cleared 
o'  your  friends.  You  know  it's  a  thing  as 
I  never  allow  no  one ;  a  pack  o'  strangers 
on  the  premises  arfter  dark,  speshly  from 
London." 

Michael,  who  had  had  reasons  of  his  own 
for  waiting,  came  forward  at  this,  and  pre- 
tending not  to  have  heard  any  of  the 
doubtful  alhisions  to  himself,  inquired  if 
he  could  take  any  message  to  the  High 
Mills  for  her. 
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As  Mrs.  Moon  also  feigned  deafness,  and 
turned  her  back  upon  him,  Michael  went 
up  the  yard  mth  Ma'r  S'one,  who  let  him 
out  at  the  gates  with  many  expressions  of 
humble  gratitude  for  his  company.  He 
also  apologized  to  him  for  having  tried  to 
hasten  his  departure. 

"  But  you  see  I  didn't  want  fiu'  to  aggi^a- 
wate  missis/'  He  explained — "  She's  arfiil 
haard  to-night,  but  it's  best  not  to  aggra- 
wate,  but  to  do  arl  we  can  fur  peace  and 
quiet." 

And  as  Michael  turned  away  he  heard 
the  old  man  murmuring  to  himself — 

''  'Cline  oui^  'erts  t'  keep  this  la'l " 
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CHAPTEE  X. 

MICHAEL    UNDEETAKES    A    NEW    BUEDEN. 

' '  The  auld  beggar  man  was  bound  for  the  mill, 
With  a  hey  lillelu  and  a  how  lo  Ian. " 

Percy  E-eliques. 

As  it  was  now  known  that  George's  pic- 
tures had  not  been  accepted, — if  they 
had  been  sent, — and  as  he  still  did  not 
come  or  write,  every  day  which  passed 
seemed  to  increase  the  probability  that  ties 
stronger  than  those  of  home  were  holding 
him.  For  this  reason  Michael  knew  that 
Ambray  and  Nora  regarded  these  sweet 
summer  days  only  as  lovely  thieves  stealing 
wealth  from  their  treasure-house  of  hope. 

Nora  little  dreamed  who  knew  her  best 
in  those   days   of   outward   sweetness    and 
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inward  bitterness,  —  wliose  honest  eyes 
watclied  her  from  afar  when  she  walked 
in  her  aunt's  garden,  or  stood  trying  to 
interest  herself  in  seeing  the  hops  tied  to 
the  sticks, — whose  thoughts  followed  her 
at  eA'ening  up  to  the  old  drawing-room, — 
whose  ears  hstened  to  the  music  to  which 
she  tm^ned  the  sorrows  of  her  heart  there 
in  the  twihght,  when  the  cows  were  lowing 
to  Ma'r  S'one  as  he  softly  shut  door  after 
door  in  the  yard,  and  tottered  gratefully  to 
his  bed  in  the  stable,  a  little  and  yet  a 
httle  more  weary  each  day  than  the  last. 

One  evening  when  Ambray  was  alone  in 
the  mill,  and  Michael  was  returning  from  a 
jom^ney  with  Fleetfoot,  he  suddenly  saw 
passing  by  the  smithy  two  figures,  which 
he  felt  certain  could  belong  to  none  but 
Bardsley  and  his  granddaughter. 

Long  before  he  came  into  the  village 
they  had  disappeared. 

Michael    stopped    at    the    smithy,   and 
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called  the  old  smith  out  to  look  at  one  of 
Fleetfoot's  shoes,  which  he  had  put  on  that 
morning.  The  smith  saw  nothing  wrong 
with  it,  and  disagreed  with  Michael  as  to 
the  necessity  of  doing  his  work  over  again. 

Michael,  however,  insisted  in  a  voice 
and  manner  almost  menacing,  and  turned 
away  up  the  White  Lane,  leaving  the 
waggon  standing  there,  and  the  smithy 
loungers  staring  after  him  open-mouthed. 

When  Michael  reached  the  top  of  the 
White  Lane,  and  the  mill-field  lay  level 
before  him,  he  saw  nothing  of  the  two 
figures. 

They  must  have  gone  into  the  mill. 

Michael  set  off  running,  and  burst  in  at 
the  mill  door,  breathless  and  with  a  tiger- 
hke  fire  in  his  great  eyes. 

First  he  saw  Ambray,  who  stood  with 
folded  arms  looking  towards  the  door,  as  if 
he  had  heard  his  hurried  steps  and  watched 
for  him. 

He    turned    to   look    in    that    direction 
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whicli  Ambray  fronted,  and  then  lie  saw 
Bardsley  standing  with,  his  hat  in  his 
hand,  and  Polly  leaning  at  his  side,  looking 
giddy  and  scared  with  the  noise  of  the 
miU. 

They  were  considerably  thinner,  paler, 
and  more  ragged  than  when  he  had  last 
seen  them.  In  that  hurried  and  excited 
glance  it  seemed  to  him  that  Bardsley's 
face  showed  less  cnnning  and  satire,  more 
bitterness  and  desperation  than  formerly. 

'^  You  are  in  a  hurry,  Michael,"  said 
Ambray,  with  a  look  and  tone  of  peculiar 
meaning,  of  which  Michael  could  under- 
stand nothing,  and  at  which  he  could  only 
wonder  vaguely. 

He  attempted  no  reply,  but  returned 
Ambray's  look,  quite  incapable  of  hiding 
his  great  excitement  from  him. 

'^  Here  are  some  fiiends  of  yom's,  you 
see,"  Ambray  said,  still  looking  at  him 
with  the  same  searching  expression. 

"  Friends  of   mine  ?  "    echoed  Michael 
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with  a  laugh,  scarcely  knowing  what  he 
was  spying. 

Bardsley  showed  the  same  kind  of 
interest  in  hstening  to  and  considering 
over  Michael's  voice  as  he  had  done  on 
the  occasion  of  his  former  visit  to  the 
mill.  Now,  as  then,  he  seemed  to  feel  he 
was  mistaken  in  thinking  he  had  heard  it 
before. 

Michael  too  watched  as  he  had  watched 
then  for  the  effect  his  voice  would  have 
upon  the  bhnd  man.  And  this  time  he 
thought,  as  he  had  thought  before,  it  was 
not  remembered  by  him. 

Seeing  this,  he  was  but  the  more 
amazed  at  the  thought  of  Ambray's  evi- 
dent suspicion  of  him  in  connection  with 
Bardsley. 

All  possible  conjectures  passed  through 
his  mind  startlingly  and  rapidly.  Was 
Bardsley  cheating  him  ?  Had  he  recog- 
nized him  from  the  first  ?  Did  he  know 
the    secret    of    George   Ambray's    absence, 
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and    inquire    after    him    only    to    mislead 
Michael  as  to  the  pm-pose  of  his  visit  ? 

^^  Well,"  said  Ambray,  tm^ning  to  Bards- 
ley,  ''  and  I  am  to  understand,  then,  that 
until  this  man  came  in  your  way  you  were 
prosperous  and  comfortable  ?  " 

^^  We  was  so,  sir,"  replied  Bardsley ; 
^^  the  talk  and  enwy  of  neighboui's.  Our 
means  was  not  large,  certainly  ;  but 
neither  was  our  wants,  sir.  I  would  have 
had  you  see  this  child  in  those  days,  sir." 

^^  Let  the  girl  sit  down,"  said  Ambray, 
himseK  touching  her  shoulders,  and  'guiding 
her  to  a  low  bin.  '^  She  looks  bad  enough 
now,"  he  added. 

^^  So  I  am  told,  sir,"  answered  Bardsley; 
^'  the  truth  is,  sir,  her  sperit  is  broke  by 
these  ewents  as  I  have  told  you  of.  In 
them  days  of  •  which  I  was  troubling  of 
you  with  some  account  of,  it  was  often 
remarked  to  me  what  a  pictur'  of  'ealth 
she  were,  and  what  a  pictur'  it  was  to 
see  her,  gay  as  e'er  sighted  on  earth,  sir, 
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a- sitting  at  the  door  platting  away  at  her 
baskets  and  a-singin'  to  the  bird  over  her 
'ead — as  they  say  ud  look  down  out  of  its 
cage  all  in  a  heap  and  sulky  at  bein'  out- 
done in  its  own  pertickler  line  of  hart, 
which  I  have  observed,  sir,  is  a  thing 
tryin'  to  the  feelings  of  most  on  us,  and 
to  many  as  is  of  a  'igher  moral  tone  than 
birds.  But  I  detain  you  too  long,  sir, 
over  these  recklections  of  'appier  days." 

*'Yes,  yes,  be  quick,"  said  Ambray ; 
''  you  were  telling  me,  before  the  door 
opened  just  now,  that  some  of  your  neigh- 
bours blamed  you  for  all  this." 

''  They  did,  sir,"  replied  Bardsley  ; 
"  they  blamed  me  for  havin'  allowed  his 
wisits  ;  but  I  am  a  simple  old  man,  sir,  of 
a  trustin'  nature,  and  for  seemin'  honesty 
and  straightforradness  of  character  I  never 
met  one  like  him.  I  shud  'a  trusted  him 
to  the  last,  sir.  Ah  !  you  see,  sir,"  sighed 
Bardsley,  drawing  his  sleeve  across  his  eyes, 
and  speaking  in  a  voice  broken  with  sobs, 
'^  it's  so  easy  to  deceive  the  bhnd." 
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"  The  villain ! "  cried  the  simple  old 
miller,  tremhling  \vith  rage,  and  turning  his 
back  on  Michael. 

^*  Yes,  sir,"  whined  Bardsley,  proud  of 
this  stroke  of  success,  ^'  it  is  so  wery  easy 
to  deceive  the  blind  and  'elpless." 

"  Easy  to  who,  to  what  kind  o'  man  is  it 
easy  ?  "  asked  Ambray,  looking  at  Michael 
vnth  eyes  full  of  angry  scorn.  '^  Tell  me 
who  this  scoundrel  is,  and  what  I  have  to 
do  with  him,  that  you  come  to  me  with  this 
tale — that's  all  I  want  to  know." 

Bardsley  hesitated. 

*^  I — I  feel  for  you,  sir,"  he  stammered ; 
^'  it  will  be  a  shock  to  you,  su\  You 
mustn't  be  too  hard  on  him,  sn." 

^'  Who  is  he,  I  ask  you,  and  what  have 
I  to  do  with  him  ?  "  repeated  Ambray  with 
stern  impatience. 

Bardsley  appeared  to  be  seriously  dis- 
tm^bed  by  the  task  before  him.  His  face 
grew  flushed,  his  eyeballs  rolled,  and  his 
fingers  worked  nervously. 

VOL.   II.  L 
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''  Indeed,  sir,"  lie  said,  "  I  feel  for  you 
— I  do,  sir,  with  all  my  heart — in  making 
known,  sir,  that  this  young  man  is  your 
— is  no  other,  sir,  than  your " 

''  What  now  ?  "  cried  Ambray,  for 
Michael  had  seized  the  beggar  by  his 
coat-collar,  and  was  holding  him  off  and 
looking  into  his  master's  face  with  a  gaze 
that  puzzled  and  amazed  him. 

^'  Your — ^your  servant,  he  means,"  cried 
Michael,  in  a  voice  so  deep  and  thick 
Ambray  scarcely  recognized  it. 

There  was  one  in  the  mill  who  did, 
however,  for  no  sooner  had  Michael  spoken, 
.than  Bardsley  became  too  excited  even 
to  remember  the  indignity  he  had  received. 

^'  Ha  !  "  he  shouted,  throwing  his  hands 
upon  Michael's  shoulders.  *'  Now  I  know 
the  woice ! " 

^'  Then  mind  it,"  muttered  Michael  close 
in  his  ear.  ''  As  you  value  the  life  I 
saved,  a  word  more  now  and  you  shall  re- 
pent it." 
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He  turned  towards  Ambray,  with  eyes 
that  had  never  looked  more  true — more 
full  of  devotion  and  courage. 

*^  You  have  found  me  out,  master,"  he 
said,  scarcely  above  his  breath.  ''  Isn't 
that  enough  ?  Have  I  any  right  to  ask 
you  to  leave  me  alone  to  satisfy  this  man  ? 
If  I  have,  I  would." 

Ambray  gave  him  a  look  in  which  there 
was  almost  as  much  disappointment  as 
contempt,  and  went  out,  closing  the  door 
violently  after  him, 

'^  WTiat  hes  are  these  you  have  come 
here  with  ?  "  demanded  Michael. 

Bardsley  was  shaking  himself,  pulling 
up  his  coUar,  and  gradually  recovering  from 
the  effects  of  Michael's  somewhat  rough 
handling. 

"  You  saved  my  Hfe,"  he  answered, 
'^  otherwise  I  might  offer  objections  to 
the  term.  You  saved  my  life,  which  is 
a  haction  as  ought   to    ha'  won   you  uni- 
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wersal  gi^atitude  and  respect,  consequently 
I  will  not  offer  objections  to  your  havin' 
seen  fit  to  come  between  me  and  George 
Ambray's  father,  as  I've  come  from  Lon- 
don on  purpose  to  see.  I  will  only  ask 
you  why  you  did  it  ?  " 

Wben  tbe  old  miller  had  gone  out, 
Michael's  overwrought  excitement  had  left 
him  suddenly,  and  the  consequences  of 
what  he  had  done  oppressed  him  like  a 
nightmare. 

After  his  first  half-frantic  question  to 
Bardsley,  he  had  turned  dizzy  and  gone 
to  lean  against  the  steps. 

Glancing  at  Bardsley  as  this  question, 
with  all  its  suspense  and  fear,  forced  itself 
upon  him,  he  saw,  what  he  had  not  before 
noticed,  that  the  old  man  was  very  far 
from  sober. 

His  granddaughter,  a  picture  of  weari- 
ness and  stupor,  had  fallen  asleep  where 
Ambray  had  seated  her. 

Bardsley  was   standing,    sulky   and  per- 
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plexed,  evidently  waiting  with  no  slight 
misgiving  some  explanation  of  Michael's 
conduct. 

"So  here  is  a  second  time,"  said  Michael 
suddenly,  "  that  IVe  saved  your  precious 
life  for  you." 

'^  Eh  ?  "  cried  Bardsley,  lifting  up  his  face 
in  much  alarm. 

''Well,"  answered  Michael,  ''I  can  teU 
you  it  would  have  been  about  as  much  as 
your  life  was  worth  to  have  let  that  old  man 
know  that  the  rascal  you  had  been  telling 
him  of  was  his  son.  I  wouldn't  answer  for 
what  might  have  happened  if  I  hadn't  been 
here  to  stop  you." 

''  I've  always  heerd  as  this  old  miller  is 
a  just  and  a  honourable  man,"  asserted 
Bardsley,  "  as  wouldn't  see  the  blind  and 
'elpless  imposed  on." 

"  He's  one  w^ho  wouldn't  condemn  his 
only  son  on  the  evidence  of  those  who  he's 
seen  making  imposition  a  business,"  said 
Michael  quietly. 
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^'  Do  yoii  mean  lie  wouldn't  believe  me  ?  " 
cried  Bardsley,  clencliing  his  fists.  ^'  If  it's 
proofs  and  witnesses  you  want,  I  could  over- 
run your  parish  with  'em  any  day." 

'^  Then  why  do  you  come  here  without 
any — with  nothing  hut  your  tongue  to  tell 
your  tale  with?  " 

^^  Because  I  was  driv'  by  misfortchins  to 
come  as  I  could.  But  trust  me,  young 
man,  FU  make  this  place  ring  with  his  name 
afore  I've  done  with  him.  Friend  as  yer 
are  of  his,  I  tell  you  that." 

'^  How  do  you  know  I'm  a  friend  of  his  ?  " 

^'  Wasn't  you  with  him  that  night  ? 
Wasn't  your  cry,  '  Hold,  George  !  hold  !  ' 
my  sentence  o'  life,  as  I  may  say  ?  Ha  !  I 
knowed  your  woioe  from  the  first,  though  I 
couldn't,  so  to  say,  lay  my  finger  on  where 
I'd  heard  it  before — not  till  you  pitched  me 
agin  the  waU  just  now,  and  calls  to  the 
miller,  ^  Your  servant ! '  in  just  the  woice  as 
you  said,  ^  Hold,  George  !  hold  ! '  Then  I 
knowed  yer." 
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Michael  liad  become  very  pale  T\'liile 
Bardsley  was  speaking,  and  had  more  than 
once  started  as  if  passionately  to  silence 
him. 

For  a  moment  or  two  he  remained  without 
saying  anything,  his  eyes  fixed  steadily  on 
the  beggar's  face.  After  this  he  rose  from 
leaning  against  the  steps,  and  approaching 
Bardsley  with  folded  arms,  said — 

*^  Now,  what  was  it  you  were  saying  to 
my  master  before  I  came  in  ?  " 

'^It's  a  weakness  o'  mine,"  answered 
Bardsley,  '^to  like  to  know  a  pers6n's  right 
to  ask  such  a  question  as  that." 

"  Haven't  I  a  right  to  ask  it  as  George 
Ambra/s  hiend  ?  " 

"  If  you  are  George  Ambray's  fiiend, 
friend  'nough  to  give  yer  a  right  to  ask 
such  a  question,  you  are  friend  'nough  for 
him  to  have  told  you  all  about  my  affair 
with  him  without  my  doin'  it." 

'^  Then  I  should  be  all  the  better  able  to 
know  if  your  account  of  it  is  true." 
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''  Then  I  shan't  repeat  it,"  cried  Bardsley 
impatiently.  ^'I  didn't  come  here  to  dis- 
pute— I  ain't  got  my  case  ready  to  dispute. 
I  came  here  t'  appeal,  not  to  dispute — 
though  I'll  do  as  much  as  you  like  o'  that 
when  I  has  things  ready." 

^^  Now,  Bardsley,"  said  Michael,  laying 
his  hand  on  his  shoulder,  "  let  me  give  you 
a  bit  of  advice." 

'^  It's  a  thing  as  don't  generally  agree 
with  my  digestion,"  replied  the  old  man, 
trying  sulkily  to  jerk  the  hand  from  his 
shoulder. 

^^  But  you'U  find  that  this  will,  and  I  give 
it  to  you,  Bardsley,  as  well  out  of  considera- 
tion for  your  affliction,  and  " — looking 
round  at  Polly — ^"  hers,  as  for  him,  I  mean 
George  Amhray.  You  are  right,  I  am  his 
friend,  and  I  would  like  to  do  the  best  I  can 
for  him  now  that  he  is — not  here  to  receive 
you  and  defend  himself.  My  advice  is,  say 
no  more  to  Ambray.  Tell  me  the  whole 
truth,  prove  it  to  me,  and  I  will  do  the  best 
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that  can  be  done  as  to  making  yon  amends, 
if  amends  are  due  to  yon.  Wliat  good  can 
Ambray  do  yon  ?  He  has  barely  enough  to 
live  upon,  any  one  here  will  tell  you  that. 
I  have  the  means  of  giving  you  some  help 
if  I  see  that  you  ought  to  have  it." 

Bardsley  considered  for  some  time, 
rubbing  his  hand  over  his  face. 

"  Look  here,"  he  said,  with  decision, 
"I  shan't  tell  you  to-night  what  I'll  do, 
except  as  I'll  promise  you  to  do  nothing  one 
way  or  another  till  you  come  to  me  at  the 
Bay,  that's  to  say,  if  you'll  come  to-morrer 
some  time  before  evenin'." 

''Why  not  tell  me  now?  you  know  my 
time  is  not  my  own,"  said  Michael. 

"  Well,  if  you  must  know  why,"  answered 
Bardsley,  "  I  should  prefer  as  my  head  was 
a  little  clearer  than  I  find  it  at  present, 
owing  to  having  had  to  let  Polly  rest  rather 
oftener  than  usual  on  our  way  up  here." 

"  At  least  let  me  know  what  you  told 
Ambray,"  said  Michael;  "it  didn't  take 
you  very  long  to  teU  it  to  him." 
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Bardsley  was  obstinate.  He  could  not 
trust  his  head  to  tell  anything  that  was  to 
be  disputed,  he  informed  Michael. 

^'  Arst  for  me  at  the  Barge  Aground," 
directed  Bardsley,  ^'  and  I  will  leave  'em 
acquainted  with  my  whereabouts.  Now, 
Polly — come,  come,  come,  no  grumbling, 
sleepy  'ead — it's  the  cool  i'  the  evenin',  and 
all  down'iU." 

Polly  rose  and  clung  to  his  arm,  turning 
back  her  weary  httle  face,  and  calling, 
^' Jowler,  Jowler;"  then  suddenly  leaning 
against  her  grandfather  and  sighing. 

^'  Ah,  poor  Jowler!"  said  Bardsley,  turning 
to  Michael  as  they  crossed  the  threshold, 
^'  I  went  to  pay  him  the  last  offices  o' 
respect  this  morning,  meanin'  as  I  went  to 
tap  him  with  my  stick  for  the  last  time — 
wishin'  it  was  by  any  means  the  first — as 
he  lay  in  the  pond  where  it  seems  he's  spent 
the  term  of  our  retirement.  He  never  took 
to  the  w^ater  before,  but  on  this  occasion, 
poor  brute !   he  was  over-persuaded  by  the 
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parish,  and  a  bag  o'  stones  tied  to  his  neck, 
under  which  circumstances  Jowler  made  his 
last  pounce  out  of  the  beadle's  arms.  Come, 
Polly,  best  foot  foremost — the  bhnd  must 
lead  the  bhnd  now !  " 
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CHAPTEE  XI. 

BANISHED. 

"  For,  Sir,  I  will  not  take  a  penny  of  tliee 
For  all  my  craft,  nor  aught  for  my  travaille  ; 
Thou  hast  sufficient  paid  by  my  vitaille. " 

Chaucer. 

When  Michael  went  home  from  his  work, 
he  knew  directly  by  Mrs.  Ambray's  face 
that  the  miller  had  not  yet  been  there  since 
leaving  the  mill. 

It  was  strange  that  on  this  evening 
George's  mother  should  be  unusually  kind 
to  him,  keeping  herseK  so  busy  over  his 
comforts,  as  he  took  his  tea,  as  scarcely  to 
allow  herself  to  sit  still  five  minutes  at  a 
time. 

It  was  about  half  an  hour  later  when 
Ambray  returned. 
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Michael,  when  he  came  in,  was  sitting  at 
the  table,  bending  over  a  letter  for  home 
which  he  had  been  wiiting  by  snatches  for 
the  last  week.  He  looked  up  in  patient 
expectation  of  the  storm  that  was  to  bm-st. 

The  gaimt  old  miller  had  a  look  of 
triumph  in  his  face,  as  well  as  sadness  and 
contempt — the  triumph  of  a  man  vain  of 
his  judgment,  who  finds  a  favourite  prophecy 
fulfilled. 

Michael  returned  his  look  with  great 
gentle  eyes,  full  of  resignation  and  courage. 

Instead  of  closing  the  door  after  him,  the 
miller  stood  holding  it  open. 

^'  Come,"  he  said  to  Michael,  pointing 
out,  "  march !  I'll  have  no  scoundrels 
here.  Take  yourseK  off.  If  my  son  was 
here  you  would  not  wait  to  be  told  twice. 
Out  T\T.th  you,  you  hypocrite  !  " 

Michael  sat  still,  his  hands  locked  on  the 
table  before  him. 

He  was  too  much  confused  and  stunned 
to  be  able  even  to  guess  as  to  what  kind  of 
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disgrace  he  had  taken  from  George's  name 
to  his  own.  He  felt  as  yet  Hke  one  fallen 
from  a  height — too  breathless,  too  much 
paralyzed  to  know  his  own  injuries. 

The  word  hypocrite  stung  him  a  little  ; 
his  shoulders  heaved  rebelliously.  He  drew 
a  deep  breath,  and  looked  at  Ambray  with 
heavy  and  perplexed  eyes. 

Mrs.  Ambray,  alarmed  on  her  husband's 
account  by  his  expression,  laid  her  hands 
upon  Michael  in  weak  command  and  strong 
entreaty. 

^^  You've  never  deceived  me,  Michael 
Swift,"  declared  the  miller  in  triumphant 
severity.  *^  I've  known  you  for  a  different 
man  from  what  you  seemed  since  the  first 
time  you  darkened  my  mill-door.  I've 
suspected  something  between  you  and  this 
Bardsley,  too,  ever  since  I  was  told  you 
sent  him  away  without  letting  me  know  he 
had  asked  for  me.  Ah,  you  can't  keep  these 
sort  of  things  in  the  dark  herey  you  see  ; 
this  isn't  London." 
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As  Michael  cli'ew  another  hard  hreath, 
Mrs.  Ambray  tremblingly  gave  his  head  a 
push,  at  the  same  time  commanding  that  he 
should  not  be  insolent  to  his  master  when 
he  saw  him  in  the  heat  of  passion. 

^^  Who  is  in  a  passion  ?  "  asked  a  voice  at 
the  door ;  and  all  three  turning  to  look,  saw 
Nora  Ambray  standing  there. 

Mrs.  Ambray  hastened  to  meet  her ; 
Michael  went  and  stood  hesitatingly  at  the 
foot  of  the  stau's  that  led  fi*om  this  room 
straight  to  his  attic.  The  miller's  eyes 
followed  him  sternly,  avoiding  Nora's,  which 
were  fixed  on  her  uncle  with  gentle,  smiling 
accusation,  as  knowing  none  other  would 
dare  to  be  in  a  passion  under  this  roof. 

Coughing  and  trembHng,  the  miller  threvf 
himself  into  the  wooden  armchair  by  the 
fireplace. 

In  doing  this  his  elbow  knocked  a  little 
slate  hanging  near  the  mantelpiece,  and 
made  it  swing  and  clatter  against  the  wall. 

Ambray  tm'ned   and  looked  at  it ;    then 
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resting  his  elbow  on  tlie  chair  back,  leant 
his  head  on  his  hand  and  sighed  bitterly. 

It  was  on  this  slate  that  his  debt  to 
Michael  had  been  recorded  from  the  day  of 
his  arrival  at  the  High  Mills,  in  the  first 
week  of  March. 

He  rose  and  supported  himself  by  leaning 
against  the  table  near  where  his  niece  stood. 

*'Nora,"  he  said,  ^' I  wonld  do  almost 
anything  rather  than  ask  you  to  intercede 
for  me  with  your  Aunt  Moon  again,  but 
there's  no  help  for  it.  I  must  give  this 
man  his  wages  and  be  rid  of  him.  I  can't 
and  won't,  while  there's  life  in  me,  let  such 
a  rascal  fall  into  George's  very  footsteps 
here — taking  his  place  in  this  house,  at 
church  along  with  us,  and  everywhere.  No, 
I  will  not  bear  it." 

^^  Why  do  you  stand  there,  Michael 
Swift,"  demanded  Mrs.  Ambray  sharply, 
^*  irritating  your  master  by  holding  your 
tongue,  when,  I  dare  say,  you  could  explain 
if  you  hked,  and  pacify  him  ?  " 


BANISHED.  161 

''  Not  tie  !  "  cried  the  miller,  turning 
upon  Michael  defiantly.  ^'Explain!  I 
don't  know  any  explanation  a  man  can  offer 
for  cheating  and  misleading  the  blind,  but 
that  he  is  a  worthless  wretch  that  nothing 
better  can  be  expected  from." 

Michael  at  that  moment  knew  none  of 
the  inward  peace  or  confidence  supposed  by 
some  people  tb  be  the  portion  of  the  falsely- 
accused.  He  was,  on  the  contrary,  finding 
himseK  every  instant  less  and  less  able  to 
endm^e  with  patience  or  resignation  the 
consequences  of  his  rash  impulse.  The 
anxiety  with  which  he  waited  for  the  natm-e 
of  the  sin  he  had  claimed  as  his  being  made 
known  to  him,  was  intensely  painful.  The 
shame  which  had  already  faUen  on  him  was 
probably  twice  as  hurtful  as  it  would  have 
been  to  one  that  deserved  to  be  ashamed, 
and  that  was  not  so  utterly  unused  to  such 
a  burden  as  was  Michael,  who  had  led  the 
life  of  a  child  and  a  slave,  and  had  been 
kept  so  sinless  by  his   simplicity  and  his 
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fetters  together,  that  even  calumny  had 
forborne  touching  him. 

The  most  spitefully  disposed  in  his  own 
village  would  as  soon  have  thought  of 
slandering  the  babe  of  a  week  old,  or 
the  white-haired  Methuselah  of  the  place, 
as  "honest  Michael;"  who,  of  course, 
being  somewhat  more  sound  and  purely 
healthful  of  mind  and  heart  than  most 
men,  was  accounted  a  Httle  "  wanting." 
He  was  looked  after  by  the  village  loungers 
with  taps  of  the  forehead  and  sympathetic 
winks,  especially  when  he  had  just  parted 
two  furious  dogs,  or  walked  out  on  a 
Sunday  with  the  plainest  girl  in  Thames 
Dutton,  rather  than  she  should  sit  alone, 
and  watch  her  pretty  sisters  parading  their 
swains  before  her  window. 

So  Michael's  head  hung  down  with  as 
heavy  a  shame  as  the  greatest  sinner's 
could  have  done,  before  these  three  pairs 
of  eyes  all  looking  at  him  at  once,  and 
deciding  with    deep  worldly  wisdom    that 
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because  the  cap  did  not  fit  him  at  all,  and 
he  carried  it  with  so  ill  a  gTace,  it  must  be 
his. 

Suddenly  he  raised  his  head  and  looked 
at  his  master  as  he  stood  holding  the  httle 
slate  at  Nora's  elbow,  and  then  turning, 
went  heavily  up  the  stairs. 

They  heard  him  tramping  hastily  about. 

*'He  is  putting  up  his  things,  John," 
observed  Mrs.  Ambray  in  alarmed  but 
meek  remonstrance. 

^'What  do  you  say,  Nora?"  asked  the 
miller,  taking  no  notice  of  his  wife.  ^'  You 
see  he  takes  me  at  my  word,  as  indeed 
he  had  better.  Do  you  think  Jane  Moon 
will  manage  this  for  me  ?  I  beheve  I 
would  rather  cut  my  hand  off  than  let  it 
touch  her  money,  but  I  can't  keep  a 
scoundrel  in  my  house." 

Nora,  having  received  an  admonitory 
twitch  of  the  sleeve  from  Mrs.  Ambray, 
understood  she  was  not  to  appear  too 
sanguine   on    the    subject.     She    therefore 
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averted  her  eyes  with  an  expression  of 
profonnd  consideration  and  dubiousness  ; 
and  when  the  silence  became  so  long  as  to 
be  embarrassing,  looked  up  with  an  affecta- 
tion of  sudden  hopefulness,  inquiring  briskly — 

''  What's  to-day  ?  " 

'^  Thursday,"  answered  the  miller,  looking 
at  her  anxiously  ;  and  Nora  echoed — 

^^  Thursday  ?  "  Kfting  her  brows  with  a 
look  that  seemed  to  say  that  of  all  days 
in  the  week  Thursday  was  the  most  un- 
propitious  one  that  could  have  been  for 
obtaining  what  they  wanted. 

A  firm  hght  step  came  down  the  stairs 
— ^unnaturally  light  and  quick,  the  miller 
thought,  for  Michael's ;  his  movements 
being  generally  a  little  ponderous  and  slow, 
steady  and  sure. 

His  cap  hung  behind  Ambray.  He 
stretched  his  arm  out  and  got  it.  Mrs. 
Ambray  silently  drew  her  husband^s  atten- 
tion to  this.  The  miller  turned  and 
scowled  at  him. 
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Micliael  returned  his  look  with  troubled, 
almost  fierce,  eyes.  A  panic  was  upon  him ; 
a  wild  desire  to  cast  down  the  idol  of  this 
household ;  and  he  wished  to  escape  while 
he  yet  had  strength  to  control  himself. 

In  turning  to  Michael,  the  miller  had 
knocked  the  slate  against  him,  and  it  had 
fallen  to  the  brick  floor. 

Michael  looked  down  on  it,  then  put  his 
foot  upon  it  twice,  breaking  it  to  pieces. 

^^  Let  my  wages  be  forgotten,  as  my 
hard  service  has  been,"  he  said,  in  a  voice 
that  made  Nora  turn  and  look  at  him  in 
amazement — it  was  so  full  of  bitter  and 
despairing  solemnity. 

"  They  will  not  be  forgotten.  I  know 
where  your  father  hves,"  answered  Ambray. 
*'  I  shall  send  your  wages  there.  You 
deserve  them,  as  you  deserve  this  usage; 
which  you,  no  doubt,  think  hard,  though  I 
should  treat  my  own  son  worse  if  he  had 
acted  as  you  have  done." 

At  this  Michael,  having   his  hand  upon 
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the  latch,  turned,  his  eyes  wild  with  the 
passion  of  some  desperate  reply;  and  he 
must  have  then  spoken  words  which  would 
have  cost  him  a  lifelong  and  bitter  regret, 
had  it  not  been  for  one  of  the  most  faint 
but  subtle  of  influences. 

The  door  of  George's  room  opened  out 
of  the  room  they  were  now  in.  It  was 
open  at  the  moment  that  Michael  lifted 
the  latch  of  the  other  door,  and  as  he 
turned  round  in  his  passion  a  slight  breeze 
blew  from  it,  bearing  the  scent  of  the 
flowers  with  which  Mrs.  Ambray,  after 
country  fashion,  daily  filled  the  little  fire- 
place ;  wondering  each  morning  whether 
those  she  placed  there  might  be  destined 
to  greet  the  eyes  of  him  for  whom,  like 
disappointed  revellers  but  just  arrived  in 
gay  robes,  and  with  sweet  stores  in  bosom 
and  sachet  to  make  merry  through  fche 
summer's  day,  they  were  taken  in  their 
first  freshness  of  floss  and  odom%  honey  and 
dew,  to  deck  this  little  temple  of  vain  hope. 
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Eoses  were  there  now,  whose  breath 
seemed  to  proclaim  them  the  rich  heirs 
to  all  the  sweetness  of  the  flowers  that  had 
lived  and  died  since  the  year's  beginning ; 
but  to  Michael,  as  the  breeze  brought  their 
odour,  it  seemed  like  a  sigh  of  bruised  and 
patient  love  and  hope,  reminding  him  how 
long  the  vain  watch  had  been  kept  there, 
and  might  still  be  kept. 

He  could  not  bid  the  watchers  watch 
no  more,  and  tell  them  that  the  tardy  feet 
for  which  they  listened  would  never  reach 
then-  threshold  ;  that  the  voice  they  longed 
for  could  never  speak  to  prove  to  them 
how  much  sweeter  is  a  dear  sound  heard 
afresh,  than  one  remembered  ever  so 
tenderly. 

These  things  Michael  could  not  tell 
them  for  reasons  he  thought  good  ;  but  he 
remembered  that  by  refraining  from  utter- 
ing the  words  that  had  risen  to  his  lips 
ere  the  breeze  from" this  still,  sad  room  had 
touched   them   hke   an   angel's    finger,    he 
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might    at    least    save   the  watchers    from 
much  bitterness. 

So  his  tongue  was  stayed  even  while 
his  heart  was  hot  within  him,  and  he  left 
his  master's  house  without  another  word. 


(     169     ) 


CHAPTEE  XII. 

DEPAKTUKE. 

"  Thou  shalt  hear 
Distant  harvest  carols  clear, 
Rustle  of  the  reaped  corn, 
Sweet  birds  antheming  the  mom." 

Keats. 

Michael  had  decided  on  walking  to  Biil- 
ver's  Bay  and  spending  the  night  there, 
that  he  might  lose  no  time  in  the  morning 
in  seeking  Bardsley,  and  learning  the  truth, 
or  as  nmch  of  it  as  possible,  from  him. 

The  sunhght  was  still  hngering  among 
the  pine-stems  when  Michael  passed  the 
knoll,  and  his  heavy  heart  knew  a  throb 
of  pleasm^e  as  he  looked  at  it  and  remem- 
bered that,  in  spite  of  all  that  had  happened 
this   day,    Lamberhm^st   was   still  ignorant 
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of  how  easily  the  prond  wrestler,  the  hero 
of  this  spot,  had  allowed  the  world  to 
throw  him. 

The  Long  Eidge  fields  also  received  from 
Michael  a  more  peaceful  farewell  look 
than  they  would  have  done  had  he  yielded 
to  his  temptation  to  make  known  how 
grievously  the  hright  runner,  whose  feet 
still  seemed  to  him  to  press  and  spurn 
the  summer  grass,  had  swerved  and  slipped. 

The  evening  was  breezeless ;  its  lull  was 
without  rest,  its  shade  without  dew ;  it 
stiU  seemed  day  with  all  the  sun's  heat, 
but  without  its  colour  ;  the  blue  of  the  sky 
was  blanched  and  faint ;  the  sun  burned 
down  in  pale,  fierce  fire,  leaving  no  crimson 
pall  to  cover  the  slow  hearse.  All  the  mill- 
sails  on  the  heights  were  still. 

Michael  stopped  and  looked  back. 

The  white  mill  being  the  nearest  to  the 
edge  of  the  hill,  he  could  see  it,  and  it  only. 

The  sails  had  fallen  to  rest  in  a  position 
that  made  them  appear  like  a  huge  cross. 
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The  instant  Michael  looked  up  and  saw 
it,  the  feeling  came  over  him  that  this  mill 
and  this  valley  were  not  to  be  departed 
from,  and  borne  only  in  remembrance  by 
him;  that  with  these  things,  already  so 
familiar,  he  was  to  have  yet  a  nearer, 
deeper  acquaintance.  He  was  to  see  the 
green  corn  ripen,  and  to  hear  the  bhds 
exult  in  the  richness  of  the  fields  and 
woods,  as  they  had  exulted  in  the  jo^-ful 
promise  of  spring. 

Would  it  be  only  to  suffer  ? 

The  great  grey-white  cross  prophesied 
to  him  :  or  rather  Michael  hung  his  fears 
upon  it  and  read  them  fr'eshly  from  its 
face,  until,  as  the  heat  came  down  be- 
tween his  eyes  and  it,  he  could  fancy  that 
it  grew  and  spread,  darkening  half  the  valley. 

He  turned  away  with  a  deep  certainty 
that  one  day  he  must  retm-n  to  suffer  here 
perhaps  the  worst  that  he  had  ever  feared 
since  his  great  sorrow,  which  led  him  to 
this  place,  had  befallen  him. 
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A  skylark  darted  from  the  corn  close  to 
him  and  rose,  sending  up  into  the  heat- 
misted  skies,  and  letting  fall  to  the  heat- 
blurred  earth,  a  fountain  of  song,  bright  as 
morning,  fresh  as  rain. 

Michael,  at  this  voice  of  gladness  starting 
up  out  of  the  silence  and  languor,  like  a 
sudden  sweet  deed  from  a  stagnant  life, 
looked  up  and  laughed,  and  muttered  while 
his  worn  upturned  eyes  danced  in  light — 

^^  Well  said,  little  silver-pipe !  and  I 
beheve  you  too." 

What  was  said,  and  what  believed  in, 
lay  between  Michael  and  the  speck  grow- 
ing more  and  more  minute  against  the 
blanched  blue  of  the  evening  sky. 


(    lr:^    ) 


CHAPTEE  XIII. 

baedsley's  stoey. 

"•  Listen,  then,  for  I  will  unfold  my  story,  and  will  no 
longer  make  use  of  riddles  away  from  the  purpose." 

Euripides. 

When  Michael,  early  in  the  morning, 
called  at  the  Barge  Aground,  no  one  there 
knew  where  Bardsley  was  to  be  met  with. 

On  making  a  second  call,  an  hour  later, 
he  heard  he  had  been  in  for  his  morning 
draught,  and  had  left  word  for  Michael  to 
join  him  on  the  beach  beyond  the  Fish 
Market. 

Michael,  going  in  that  direction,  soon 
saw  him  in  the  distance,  sitting  alone,  con- 
templative, ragged,  sohtary. 

Bardsley  knew  his  step,  and  Listened  to 
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its  approach,  smiling  witli  gratified  vanity 
at  the  keenness  of  his  ear. 

As  Michael  looked  at  him,  it  struck  him 
with  some  surprise,  that,  as  he  sat  there, 
his  grey  beard  and  rags  the  playthings  of 
the  wind,  he  appeared  less  repulsively 
wicked  than  pitifully,  almost  pathetically, 
insignificant  and  helpless.  Perhaps,  Michael 
thought,  it  could  hardly  be  otherwise  than 
that  any  form  of  evil  sJiould  shrink  and 
appear  to  diminish  and  wither  here,  in  these 
grand  front  ranks  of  nature  merging  into 
heaven,  from  which  they  seem  curtained 
only  by  excess  of  light. 

Or  might  it  be,  Michael  wondered,  that 
even  the  man  whom  he  had  thought  as  un.- 
likely  to  change  his  sins  as  the  leopard  his 
spots,  had  not  been  able  to  sit  here  without 
receiving  inwardly  some  cleansing  touches 
from  that  spirit  of  strong,  fresh  purity  that 
breathes  here  always,  making  the  sands  so 
fair,  and  revealing  the  thousand  faint,  sweet 
tints,  and  tender  graining  of  the  pebbles  ? 
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''  Well,  sii',"  said  the  blind  beggar,  as 
Michael  stood  still  near  where  he  was 
sitting,  ''  here  I  am,  you  see,  monarch  of 
all  I  sm^wey  !  " 

His  face,  as  he  uplifted  and  tm^ned  it 
slowly  fi'om  side  to  side  while  speaking, 
was  not  without  a  certain  sadness  and  grim 
satii'e. 

Michael  looked  at  him,  and  was  con- 
strained to  address  him  in  a  manner 
different  from  what  he  intended. 

^'  Bardsley,  you  are  an  old  man,"  he  said. 
'^  You  have  a  child  that  I  suppose  you  care 
for — one  child?     This  miller,  he  had " 

He  stopped  suddenly.  Bardsley  noticed 
the  stop,  and  the  word  at  which  it  was 
made.  He  did  not,  however,  choose  to  let 
Michael  perceive  he  had  done  so  ;  but  to 
prevent  him  from  thinking  this,  altered 
and  finished  the  sentence  for  him  as  if 
involuntarily. 

''Yes,  the  miller  has  one  child — one  son 
— a  very  fine  young  man  he   is,  too.     As 
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he's  a  friend  of  yours,  may  I  ask  where  he 
might  be  at  this  present  time  ?" 

In  his  eagerness  to  come  at  some  idea  of 
how  Michael  received  the  question,  the 
blind  face  was  not  sufficiently  guarded,  but 
showed  Michael  it  was  listening  intently  to 
the  very  change  of  his  breathing ;  to  the 
turn  of  his  foot  in  the  shingle. 

Michael  stepped  back,  looked  at  it  hard, 
and  grew  pale. 

^'  As  I  am  George  Ambray's  friend,"  he 
said,  commanding  his  voice  as  well  as  he 
could,  ^'  you  may  be  sure  I  am  not  likely 
to  have  much  patience  to  answer  your 
questions  about  him.  I  may  as  well  tell 
you  at  once  that  he  will  not  meet  you,  or 
have  anything  to  do  with  you  iii  this  affair, 
except  through  me.  If  you  ask  me  why — 
I  say,  remember  your  last  meeting." 

^'Well,"  said  Bardsley,  after  some  hesi- 
tation, ^'  you  was  saying  about  the  miller 
having  this  one  child,  like  as  I  have  Polly. 
"What  do  you  want  to  make  of  that  ?     '  Do 


bardsley's  story.  177 

unto  others  as  I'd  be  done  by ; '  is  that  all 
the  tune  of  it  ?  " 

**  Whatever  I  was  going  to  say,  I  say  this 
now,"  answered  Michael,  ^'  that  the  nearer 
I  find  you  keep  to  the  truth  in  teUing  me 
about  this  affair,  the  better  it  will  be  for 
you  and  youi'  poor  child.  Come,  Bardsley, 
i>ry  it  for  once  in  your  life,  try  it  for  her 
sake." 

^'  What  yoiiUl  call  truth  would  be  nothing 
but  repeating  word  for  word  what  young 
Ambray's  told  you,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  No,"  returned  Michael,  ^^  I  can  make 
allowances  for  both  of  you.  I  can  see  both 
sides  of  the  story." 

*^  Which  is  never  alike,"  observed  Bards- 
ley, *'  to  any  of  us,  sighted  or  blind." 

He  remained  for  a  moment  or  two  silently 
digging  into  the  beach  with  his  stick. 
Suddenly  he  hfted  his  face  toward  the 
other  mth  so  savage  an  expression  on  it, 
that  Michael  began  to  hope  he  might  be 
growing  truthful. 

YOL.    II.  N 
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^^  What's  he  up  to  now?"  he  demanded 
in  a  tone  of  suppressed  hatred  and  sus- 
picion, "and  you^  miller,  what  do  you  turn 
up  for  to  put  yourself  between  man  and 
wife?" 

Michael's  astonishment  was  so  great,  he 
could  only  just  keep  himself  from  repeating 
Bardsley's  last  words  aloud,  and  though  he 
did  refrain  from  doing  this,  some  slight 
movement  of  his  foot  on  the  stones,  or 
some  stiU  slighter  change  in  the  sound  of 
his  breathing,  made  Bardsley  suspect  his 
surprise. 

'^  Hah !  "  he  cried,  plunging  his  stick 
deep  into  the  shingle,  and  bending  forward 
as  he  grasped  it  in  both  hands,  while  a 
dusky  red  kindled  on  his  cheek— r"  you 
didn't  ,know  that,  miller  ?  Has  he  denied 
it— the  young  villain?  Has  he  denied,  I 
say,  as  Polly  is  his  wife  ?  " 

The  passion  with  which  the  face  was 
almost  illumined,  and  with  which  the 
ragged  form   quivered,   left    no    doubt    on 
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Michaers  mind  as  to  the  truth  of  this  new 
revelation. 

^^  Come,"  said  Michael,  in  as  calm  a  tone 
as  he  could  command,  "why  will  you 
forget,  Bardsley,  that  it's  a  part  of  our 
bargain  that  I  answer  no  questions  till  you 
have  said  youi'  say,  that  I  may  judge  fairly 
between  you  and  —  my  friend  —  George 
Ambray?" 

To  assist  in  hiding  or  calming  his  sudden 
excitement,  Bardsley  took  off  his  hat, 
turned  it  round,  and  put  it  on  again,  giving 
the  brim  a  pull  down  on  one  side,  to  make 
it  better  able  to  withstand  the  attacks  of 
the  wind. 

This  gave  him  time,  Michael  saw,  to  hold 
a  sort  of  fierce  conference  with  himself  as 
to  the  advisabihty  of  trusting  to  his  com- 
panion, or  of  refusing  to  do  so.  A  look  of 
helplessness  and  desperation  passed  over 
the  face,  which  seemed  to  show  that  he 
gave  up  the  struggle,  and  decided  to  trust 
Michael,  simply  because  he  did  not  know 
what  better  or  safer  thing  to  do. 
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^'No  doubt,  young  man,"  he  said 
savagely,  ^^you  thought  it  a  sight  too  good 
for  us  that  your  fine  friend  shud  marry 
her — that  he  shud  be  so  good  as  even  to 
have  the  intention — such  scum  as  us  !  He 
marry  Polly  ?  Of  course  the  very  idea 
oughter  satisfied  us,  let  alone  the  cirrymony. 
What  right  had  we  to  expect  more,  or  to 
make  so  bold  as  to  think  he'd  keep  her  ? 
What  right  had  my  gal  to  sicken  and  shrink 
to  a  shadder,  or  such  as  ud  knowed  her  from 
her  birth  to  cry  out  agin  him  ?  No  right,  of 
course — no  more  'an  you  think  I  have  now 
to  come  to  his  father  when  I'm  starvin'  and 
she's  starvin',  and  gets  six  weeks  of  it  for 
bein'  obhgated  to  beg." 

''  Well,"  said  Michael,  fearful  of  letting 
the  old  man  perceive  his  breathless  interest 
and  surprise,  *' don't  waste  youx  time  in  that 
way  ;  tell  me  the  simple  facts — your  side  of 
the  story,  as  you  say  :  and  depend  upon  it, 
I  shall  know  if  you  try  to  deceive  me  in 
anything,  and  make  it  the  worse  for  you." 
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^'Fii'st  of  aU,"  said  Bardsley,  ''did  lie 
dare  to  breathe  a  word  agin  Polly  as  first 
he  knowed  her  ?  " 

"  I  answer  nothing  till  you've  told  me 
aJl." 

"WeU,"  continued  Bardsley,  "at  the 
time  these  artists  first  see  Polly  a-sellin' 
flowers,  and  came  a-clamourin'  to  me  for  to 
let  her  be  a  model,  I  take  my  oath  as  the 
child  had  more  friends  in  'igh  circles  than 
I  can  reklect  to  comit. 

''  There  was  all  the  ladies  connected  with 
the  blind  school  she'd  bin  in  as  an  enfant, 
and  run  away  from ;  not  as  she  didn't  feel 
herself  a  equil  with  any  there,  but  quite  the 
contrary  through  feelin's  of  independence 
such  as  always  kept  her  family  from  risin' 
as  it  might  otherwise  have  done. 

"Well,  these  ladies,  at  the  time  I'm 
speakin'  of,  had  took  fresh  interest  in  her, 
and  got  her  ever  so  much  basket-work  and 
straw  platthig  to  do.  Others  give  her 
different  things  to  do ;  she  was  as  busy  as  a 
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bee,  and  had  so  many  fine  friends  a-callin' 
on  her  and  bringin'  one  another  to  see  her,  I 
was  forced  to  give  up  outdoor  business  and 
stay  at  home  a  purpose  to  answer  their 
questions,  which  Polly  was  not  quick  at, 
and  didn't  used  to  give  satisfaction  with. 

*^  Altogether  I  was  not  the  only  person  as 
declared  there  hadn't  bin  so  many  visitors 
in  our  court  not  since  Sally  Cole,  as  you've 
no  doubt  seen  represented  in  the  travellin' 
waxworks,  lay  in  a  trance  at  number  three 
for  seven  months,  never  wakin'  but  only 
once  when  some  gentlemen  from  the 
Temperance  Society  was  there,  when  she 
expressed  a  wish  to  sign  the  pledge,  and 
fell  asleep  agen  as  they  put  the  pen  into  her 
hand.  But  you've  read  of  it  in  the  penny 
papers,  as  rose  to  tuppence  on  the  day  she 
spoke. 

''  Polly  never  rose  the  papers^/^er  case 
was  considered  strikin' — as  being  a  blind 
person  as  could  work  so  hard  and  be  so 
contented ;   but  simple   industry  and  con- 
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tentmeiit  can  neyer,  of  course,  be  as  takin' 
to  the  public  as  the  case  of  a  young  woman 
in  a  trance,  as  only  wakes  once  in  seven 
months  to  observe  she  is  goin'  to  'eaven, 
and  consequently  wishes  to  sign  the  pledge." 

Bardsley  paused  and  rubbed  his  head 
with  an  old  handkerchief  he  found  some- 
where in  the  recesses  of  his  hat,  blowing 
contemptuously  with  his  lips,  and  in  other 
ways  expressing  his  impatience  at  the 
depravity  of  the  pubHc  taste. 

Michael  in  listening  to  him  found  it  not 
at  all  easy  to  follow  him  in  his  many  changes 
of  mood.  He  would  without  any  kind  of 
warning  pass  from  a  bitterly  truthful 
manner  to  one  of  grossly  affected  simpHcity, 
which  would  in  its  tm-n  ghde  almost  imper- 
ceptibly into  a  tone  of  intense  sarcasm  and 
mockery. 

"  However,"  he  went  on,  ^^  since  the 
young  woman  I  have  named  retired  into 
the  country,  havin' — as  her  mother  gave  out 
when  a  medical  inquiry  was  talked  of — a 
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soul  above  earthly  fame, — since  then,  sir, 
there  has  certainly  bin  no  case  to  come  up 
to  Polly's.  And  at  this  heighth  of  our  pros- 
perity appears  this  young  man — this  gentle- 
man, as  I  took  him  for,  with  his  fine  airs 
and  speeches.  Me  and  Polly's  had  up  every 
day  for  models.  Takin'  from  models,  I 
suppose  you  are  aware,  is  the  art  they  'as 
to  study  of  lookin'  at  one  person  while 
drarin'  another  out  of  their  own  heads.  At 
least  I  was  led  so  to  judge  by  the  talk  of 
the  young  gentlemen,  when  the  one  as  had 
been  last  drarin'  us  was  out  of  the  room, 
and  when  they  always  agreed  as  there  was 
no  likeness  either  in  the  case  of  myself  or 
Polly. 

''•  The  modelhn'  took  pretty  well  for  some 
time,  and  when  it  began  to  fail  in  regard  to 
myself,  I  must  own  to  bein'  to  blame.  I 
don't  deny  as  I  got  tired  of  it.  Sittin'  so 
long  in  one  position  in  the  constant  dread 
of  bein'  howled  at  as  if  the  person  takin' 
.  of  you  was  in  the  last  agonies  if  you  move 
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a  muscle,  is  apt  to  bring  on  crick  in  the 
neck,  and  nervous  twitcliin's  all  over. 
Then,  too,  the  bein'  called  an  old  rascal, 
and  charged  with  riiinin'  a  rising  young 
genus,  because  self-respect  has  com^Delled 
one  to  sew  up  a  few  of  one's  rags,  was  more 
than  I  could  stand  in  the  cause  of  hart  or 
haypence,  so  I  give  it  up. 

^'  Polly,  unfortunately,  did  not  give  it  up. 
She  was  a  favourite  in  other  ways  than  as  a 
model,  as  she  amused  them  with  her  chatter, 
and  with  singin'  to  'em.  They  used  to  meet 
— shoals  of  'em — at  one  another's  lodgin's,  a 
purpose  to  hear  her  sing.  One  day  young 
Ambray  takes  me  by  storm,  comin'  doT\Ti 
upon  me  with  all  manner  o'  names  and 
abuse  about  Polly,  about  me  lettin'  her  be 
where  he  had  drared  her  hisseK.  He  used  to 
be  took  with  those  fits  o'  sanctification  some- 
times ;  and  it's  what  I  used  to  hate  in  him 
more  than  anything.  So  did  his  friends  : 
I  found  that  out.  He'd  come  all  over  good 
at  once,  and  tm'n  a  nuisance  to  everybody 
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till  the  fit  was  gone.  Of  course  I  was 
obKged  to  act  by  what  he  said,  and  forbid 
Polly  goin'  nigh  any  o'  the  set  agin. 

^'  Well,  we  was  mined  by  it.  Polly's 
ladies  crossed  to  the  other  side  the  way  as 
they  passed  our  cotirt.  You  see  the  sort  of 
meetings  there  had  bin  at  Ambray's  and 
the  others'  lodgings  had  made  the  evenin' 
parties  scarce  of  young  gentlemen ;  con- 
sequently Polly  was  past  being  forgiven — 
her  poor  name  was  picked  to  pieces,  and 
ne'er  a  bit  o'  straw  or  basket  stuff  could  the 
child  get  to  plat  it  together  agin.  I  don't 
say  as  your  friend  didn't  have  a  life  of  it. 
Bein'  the  only  one  of  the  young  men  as 
took  the  affair  to  heart,  and  tried  to  help  us 
as  well  as  he  could,  he  was  of  course  fixed 
on  as  the  worst ;  which  at  that  time  I  am 
bound  to  say  he  was  not,  except  in  respect 
of  having  first  led  her  amongst  'em.  I. 
never  see  anything  like  it  in  my  life.  The 
parish,  rose  agin' him.  I  couldn't  but  pity 
him  myself  at  that  time.    They  tried  to  find 
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out  his  father's  addi'ess,  that  he  might  be 
wrote  to ;  but,  bless  you,  my  lord  had  kep' 
it  so  close,  nobody  even  knew  his  father 
was  a  miller.  He  never  let  his  own  land- 
lady see  the  addi-ess  on  his  letters.  They 
wanted  to  get  money  fi'om  him  to  send 
Polly  to  a  school ;  and  here  the  poor  fellow 
hadn't  paid  his  rent  for  I  don't  know  how 
long.  I  would  ha'  let  him  alone  mth  all 
my  heart,  then  I  would. 

'*  He  tried  for  a  week  or  two  to  tide  over 
it,  and  went  about  as  proud  and  bright  as 
ever ;  but  one  day  he  had  to  give  in — they 
di'OYe  him  to  a  fever.  We  heard  from  his 
landlady  as  he  was  very  comfortable,  two 
old  maiden  ladies,  with  parish  interests, 
liaving  took  upon  themselves  to  take  their 
knittin'  every  day  and  sit  beside  his  bed, 
and  talk  to  him  the  whole  afternoon,  in 
hopes  to  bring  him  to  a  better  mind. 

"Altogether,  what  with  peculiar  cooking 
— as  cooking  often  is  pecuhar  when  rent 
is  backward — and  w^hat  with  the  over-ex- 
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citement  of  too  mucli  female  society  and 
an  ■Qnusual  rusli  of  organs  on  the  street, 
the  poor  young  man  was  made  so  comfort- 
ahle  that  it  was  said  he  wasn't  hkely  ever 
to  leave  his  hed  again  in  this  life. 

"  Having  but  just  heard  this,  judge  o'  my 
astonishment  when  one  mornin'  my  door 
opens  and  I  hear  a  quick,  unsteady  step 
come  in,  and  somethink  breathing  short 
and  fast,  then  feel  the  table  shake,  and 
hear  Polly  cry  out,  and  then  hear  a  voice 
saying  to  her,  '  My  child,  we  are  not  likely 
to  make  each  other  happy,  God  knows ; 
but  that  these  fools  may  see  how  good  I 
think  you,  I  will  give  you  as  honest  a  name 
as  ever  was,  and  put  an  end  to  their  blab- 
bing and  make  your  Hfe  as  peaceful  as  I 
can.' 

^'I  had  just  presence  of  mind  enough  to 
go  up  and  tell  Traps,  a  friend  o'  mine  in 
the  bird  hne,  who  came  down  and  spoke 
up  to  Mr.  George,  not  only  givin'  the 
consent  of  the  family,  meanin'  me,  as  was 
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too  miicli  took  by  surprise  to  give  it 
myself,  but  likewise  made  hisseK  a  comfort 
to  the  yoirng  man  in  telling  him  bow  every- 
tbink  was  to  be  managed  for  tbe  weddin' 
to  take  place  as  it  migbt  be  tbe  day  after 
to-morrow.  Traps  was  ratber  pressin'  in 
bis  offers  to  go  bome  witb  bim,  and  never 
leave  bim  till  tbe  day,  and  be  would  bave 
done  so  but  that,  as  be  told  me,  young 
Ambray  give  bim  sucb  a  look  as  be  cer- 
tainly could  not,  and  did  not  Kke. 

"  No  sooner  was  be  out  of  tbe  bouse  tban 
Traps  says  to  me,  *  I  bope  all  may  turn 
out  well,  Bardsley,'  wbicb  caused  a  quarrel, 
bein'  tbat  sort  of  obserwation  wbicb,  wben 
things  are  to  all  appearances  tui'nin'  out 
uncommon  well,  is  lowerin'  to  the  sperits. 
It  was  repeated  by  Traps  more  than  once 
through  that  day  and  tbe  next. 

"  Young  Ambray  came  in  for  a  few 
minutes  on  that  next  day  to  arrange  the 
time  we  were  to  meet,  and  other  matters. 
Traps   again  was  pressin'    in   his   offers  to 
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attend  liim  home,  and  again  remarked 
upon  his  look  as  not  likin'  it. 

''As  it  happened,  when  the  weddin'  was 
oyer,  and  the  crowds — Polly's  own  friends 
— cleared  off,  after  he'd  took  her  away  in 
a  cab,  Traps  was  proved  wrong,  for  every 
soul  considered  the  ewent  to  have  passed 
over  grand.  My  congratilations  was  a' most 
too  much  for  me.  They  was  kep'  up  all 
night  by  friends  dropping  in,  till,  in  course 
o'  natur,  the  small  consideration  my  son- 
in-law  had  left  me  as  some  small  sort  o' 
compensation  for  Polly,  was  swallered  to 
a  farden.  They  do  say  in  our  court  to 
this  day,  as  that  'ere  httle  hentertainment 
was  a  credit  to  me.  I  must  own,  as  regard- 
in'  my  own  feelin's,  it  was  a  good  deal 
sp'ilt  by  the  behaviour  of  Traps,  as  cast  a 
gloom  over  us  by  remarkin'  over  and  over 
again  as  the  beginnin'  of  a  thing  was  not 
to  be  considered  as  the  end. 

''Well,  young  man,  I  dessay  as  you 
know  the  rest  as  well  as  I  do.     Two  months 
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goes  by.  Polly  tumbles  into  my  arms  one 
day  as  I'm  a  feelin'  round  the  comer. 
Traps  helps  me  to  carry  her  in  in  stericks, 
which  when  over,  she  tells  us  they  are  both 
starvin' — ill-treated  by  the  people  where 
they'd  lodged,  out  Windsor  way,  and  she'd 
left  him  to  come  back  to  daddy. 

'^  Traps  made  it  his  foremost  business  to 
go  and  find  him  out ;  but  whether  Polly, 
for  reasons  of  her  own,  gave  wrong  direc- 
tions, or  whether  he'd  took  hisself  off 
between  the  time  Polly  left  and  Traps  got 
there,  p'raps  you  know  better  than  me. 
Certain  gone  he  was. 

^*  Traps  came  back  in  a  peculiar  state  o' 
mind.  Now,  he's  a  young  person  o'  peculiar 
temperment,  is  Traps.  One  might  say  as 
his  thoughts  had  took  lesson  by  the  silly 
birds  he  caught,  and  got  in  a  habit  o'  flying 
high  out  o'  sight,  and  keepin'  shy.  As  to 
guess  what's  in  his  mind,  you  might  as 
well  set  yourself  to  calkilate  how  many 
drops  of  rain  a  cloud  holds,  and  where  each 
one's  goin'  to  fall. 
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**  Well,  after  telling  me  how  George  Am- 
bray  warnt  to  be  found  or  hered  on 
where  he'd  bin — and  he  told  it  quite  in  a 
haperiently  calm  manner — Traps  said  no 
more  till  Polly  had  gone  to  bed  and  we  two 
was  alone.  Then  he  remarked,  as  he  set 
touching  up  two  Httle  birds  as  the  drippin's 
from  the  ceilin'  had  washed  the  colours  off — 
^  Bardsley,'  says  he,  4t's  a  good  thing  to 
have  a  object  in  Hfe.' 

^'I  thought  he  meant  as  he  found  his  hart 
a  comfort  to'  him  in  agitations  like  the 
present,  and  risponded  as  I  dessayed  it  were. 
'  Bardsley,'  says  he,  '  I've  had  three 
objects  in  my  hfe.'  ^  Have  you,  now?'  says 
I.  ^Yes,'  says  he.  ^  My  first  was  to  geife 
her  myself.'  '  To  get  who.  Traps?'  says  I. 
'  Mght'ngale,'  says  he.  By  which  I  knowed 
he  meant  Polly,  that  bein'  his  complimenter- 
rary  term  for  her  on  account  of  her  singin'. 
Ij  was  took  aback,  never  more  so.  ^  My 
next  object,'  says  Traps,  *  when  I  seed  the 
first  was  imposserble,  was  to  see  her  married 
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tiptop.  My  present  object/  says  he,  ^  is  to 
hunt  hivi  out.'  He  didn't  speak  loud  now, 
but  said  it  in  a  way  as  he  sometimes  said 
when  I've  been  with  him  at  his  bird-ketchin' 
of  a  Sunday  mornin',  a  little  out  o'  town,  he's 
said  to  a  chaffinch,  '  I'll  have  you,  my 
dandy. '  And  not  one  o'  that  bird's  feathers 
would  I  ha'  betted  for  that  bird's  escape. 
I  said,  'Traps,'  I  said,  'I  beheve  you.' 
*Ask  me,'  says  he,  '  where  I  begin  the  hunt, 
and  I'll  say,'  says  he,  '  the  the^xters  ;  for  he 
can  no  more  keep  from  them,'  says  he,  'than 
birds  from  a  bush  o'  'ips  and  'aws.'  Some- 
times I  went  with  him.  But  there,"  cried 
Bardsley,  turning  upon  Michael  suddenly 
and  savagely,  ''  you  know  the  rest  as  well 
as  I  do." 

''  And  you  never,"  asked  Michael,  ''  met 
him  again  till— — " 

''  TiU  you  saved  my  life  from  him — no,  I 
didn't." 

Michael  walked  slowly  to  and  fro  between 
Bardsley  and  the  sea  for  a  minute  or  two, 
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then  stopped  before  him.  He  was  thinking 
why  should  he  not  let  Bardsley  tell  the 
story  to  George's  father  after  all.  Was  there 
anything  unforgivable  in  it  to  him  ?  Could 
the  miller  hear  it  without  much  pity  and 
full  forgiveness  ?  Then  Michael  remem- 
bered the  question  would  immediately  arise, 
why  had  he  taken  upon  himself  to  shelter 
George  ?  He  stood  imagining  the  look, 
the  surprise,  the  questioning,  the  suspicion 
of  Ambray,  on  learning  for  the  first  time 
that  Michael  Swift,  the  servant  who  had 
come  to  him  as  an  utter  stranger,  had 
known  his  son.  He  anticipated  all  the 
questions  that  would  be  on  the  miller's  lips 
— why  had  he  concealed  from  them  that 
he  had  known  him  ;  and  then, — where  had 
he  seen  George  last  ? 

That  thought  would  have  decided  Mi- 
chael, even  if  it  had  not  been  followed  by 
the  recollection  that  the  story  of  the  last 
night  on  which  Bardsley  had  seen  George 
would  necessarily  be  told  by  him  to   the 
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miller  so  far  as  Bardsley  knew  it,  and  that 
then  the  rest  would  he  demanded  of  himseK 
— how  breathlessly  he  could  weU  imagine. 

So  Michael  told  himseK  that  while  he 
stiU  guarded  that  secret  which  was  between 
him  and  the  dead,  this  burden  he  had  taken 
upon  himself  yesterday  must  be  borne. 

The  question  now  was,  how  should  he 
satisfy  Bardsley  sufficiently  to  keep  him 
from  again  appl}^g  to  the  miller,  or 
endeavouring  to  discover  George  ? 

''Well,  Bardsley,  you  have  kept  as  near 
the  truth  as  could  be  expected  of  ^oz^,"  he 
said,  "  and  I  promise  you  as  much  shall 
be  done  for  you  as  can  be,  if  you  leave  it 
to  me,  and  trouble  George  Ambray's  father 
no  more." 

"I  shall  see  young  Ambray  himself 
somehow,"  declared  Bardsley.  "  He's 
a-comin'  into  money,  and  he  shall  be 
made  to  pay  for  this,  first  thing." 

"  You  will  do  nothing  of  the  kind," 
answered    Michael.       "  You  will  not   see 
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him  or  get  anything  from  him  but  what 
you  get  through  me.  You  can  tell  by  my 
having  let  my  master  think  it  was  me  you 
meant  had  ruined  you,  as  you  called  it, 
how  determined  I  am  in  this." 

Michael  then  sat  down  near  him,  and 
again  explained  to  him  the  uselessness  of 
appealing  to  Ambray,  who  had  at  present 
no  means  whatever  of  helping  him.  He 
hinted  that  George,  being  obliged,  for 
reasons  he  could  not  go  into  now,  to  keep 
out  of  the  way  for  the  present,  had  em- 
powered Michael  to  act  for  him  in  all  his 
affairs  as  he  thought  best. 

"And  if,"  said  Michael,  "you  pledge 
your  word  to  come  here  no  more,  and  to 
try  and  lead  your  granddaughter  into  a 
better  way  of  life  till — till  more  can  be  done 
for  her,  I  will  take  the  responsibility,  on 
George  Ambray' s  account,  of  giving  you 
the  means  of  doing  so." 

"  Hark !  "  said  Bardsley,  raising  his 
finger.    "  Talk  o'  tangels- — 'ere  she  comes." 
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geoege's  wife. 

"  There  is  much  for  gratitude 
In  the  shaping  and  upshot 

Of  my  lot, 
Though  I  seem  of  all  things  born 
Most  forlorn." 

Palmer. 

Michael  looked  both  ways  along  the  beach, 
but  saw  no  one.  Listening,  however,  he 
heard  Polly's  voice  behind  the  cliff,  and 
was  not  surprised  that  the  artists  should 
have  been  amused  by  her  singing,  which 
reminded  him  alternately  of  rough  street 
vendors  and  the  sweetest  wild  birds,  Lon- 
don Satui'day  nights  and  dewy  mornings 
in  the  country. 

^'  She*s    a-singing,"    explained   Bardsley, 
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''so  as  I  shall  hear  and  holler  out,  to  let 
her  know  where  I  am.  She's  a  sweet  little 
pipe  of  her  own,  ain't  she  ?  Hush  !  keep 
still,  and  let's  see  if  she  don't  find  me 
out  without  me  moving." 

By  this  time  Polly  came  in  sight,  with 
an  empty  hasket  on  her  head.  She  had 
ceased  singing  for  a  moment,  but  as  she 
came  along  towards  them  she  began  again, 
putting  her  Uttle  brown  hand  to  the  side 
of  her  mouth,  that  the  breeze  might  not 
blow  her  voice  from  the  beach,  and  prevent 
its  being  heard  by  her  grandfather,  whom 
she  was  seeking.  Michael  was  amused  by 
her  little  song,  as  she  gave  the  last  line 
of  each  verse  like  a  regular  street  cry  : — 


All  up  and  down  old  London  town, 
In  many  a  court  and  alley, 

All  day  I  cry,  ^  Come  buy,  O  biiy 
My  lilies  of  the  walley  ! 

'  Here's  wilets  too,  all  wet  with  doo. 
Fair  ladies,  for  your  tilets  ; 

All  up  the  street  they  smell  so  sweet, 
O  who  will  buy  my  wilets  ] 
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"  '  Here,  take  this  lot  for  half  a  grot,  ' 

I'se  got  so  drenched  and  chilly, 
And  never  selled,  for  all  I've  yelled, 
A  blessed  daffadilly  ; 

"  '  I'll  ketch  it  so  when  home  I  go 
With  ne'er  another  fard'n  ; 
I'd  rayther  die  than  have  to  cry- 
Sweet  flow'r-roots  for  yer  gard'n  ! ' " 

Polly,  by  the  time  her  song  was  finished, 
had  gone  past  them  some  yards  ;  and  the 
expression  of  prond  glee  with  which 
Bardsley  waited  in  his  certainty  as  to  her 
soon  perceiving  him  was  dying  from  his 
face,  when  she  stood  still  and  half  turned 
in  troubled,  tender  bewilderment. 

Bardsley  heard  her ;  his  smile  expanded 
again,  and  he  laid  one  finger  on  his  hps, 
and  held  another  up  warningly  to  Michael. 

The  next  instant  Polly's  basket  was  sent 
flying,  and  she  sprang  towards  the  old 
man  with  a  peal  of  laughter. 

''  Ah — hah  !  you  old  Turk  !  You  was 
goin'  to  cheat  me,  was  you  ?  "  she  cried, 
coming  down   on    the   beach    beside    him 
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with  a  by  no  means  graceful  flop.  ^^  Here's 
a  pretty  hunt  I've  had  for  yer.  And  who's 
this  you're  a  talkin'  to  ?  " 

'^  This  is  a  friend  o'  Mr.  George  Am- 
bray's,  Polly,"  answered  Bardsley,  seriously. 

Polly  became  suddenly  decorous,  and 
drooping  her  face  against  her  grandfather, 
and  fingering  his  buttons  as  in  old  days, 
inquired  in  a  low  shy  voice — 

"  It  ain't  Mr.  Brown,  daddy,  is  it,  as 
drared  me,  standin'  on  a  cheer  on  one  toe, 
with  the  tambourine  ?  " 

'^  No,  Polly,  it  ain't,"  replied  her  grand- 
father. 

^^  Is  it  the  gentleman  as  I  was  an  angel 
with  wings  on  for  ?  "  asked  Polly  dubiously. 

^^  No,  nor  him  neither,  Polly." 

^'  Is  it  him,"  asked  Polly,  ''  as  took  me 
with  the  doves  on  my  shoulder  ?  Oh,  how 
they  scratched !  " 

^^  No;  guess  again,"  said  Bardsley,  laugh- 
ing. Michael  had  also  laughed  a  little,  at 
which  PoUy  flushed  and  sprang  lightly  up. 
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and,  standing  before  him  in  a  charming 
attitude  of  recognition,  said,  shaking  her 
head,  and  smiling  and  sighing  at  once, 
with  the  joy  and  pain  of  old  memories — 

''  Ah  !  I  remember  now  !  Yon  took  me 
finding  Moses,  in  Mrs.  Green's  back- 
parlom' !  " 

''No,  no,"  laughed  Michael  gently, 
''  still  wrong,  Polly,  all  wrong." 

Polly  sat  down  by  her  grandfather,  after 
which  she  said  quietly — 

''  I  know  him,  daddy ;  he  was  in  the  mill 
last  night." 

''  Eight  at  last,"  answered  Bardsley. 

Michael  then  talked  over  with  him  the 
several  ways  by  which  the  old  man  pro- 
posed to  employ  himself  and  Polly  under 
the  advantages  now  offered.  Michael 
urged  another  endeavour  to  get  Polly  taken 
back  into  the  blind  school,  but  at  the  men- 
tion of  it  she  so  drooped  that  he  had  not 
the  heart  to  go  on  talking  about  what  might 
after  all  prove  unmanageable. 
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Bardsley  dwelt  with  regi'et  on  the  pity  it 
was  Polly's  blindness  prevented  her  from 
enjoying  the  advantages  she  might  have 
had  as  the  pupil  of  Traps' s  in  the  bird- 
painting — a  prospect  which  he  appeared 
unable  to  think  of  without  emotion. 

Nothing  was  settled  when  Michael  left 
them,  after  making  an  appointment  for 
the  next  day.  He  would  gladly  have  got 
them  off  to  London  at  once,  and  so  avoid 
the  danger  of  another  meeting  with 
Ambray,  but  this  he  could  not  do  till  he 
wrote  to  his  father  for  money. 

When  he  had  walked  some  little  distance 
along  the  beach  in  the  direction  of  the 
town,  Polly  came  running  after  him, 
begging  saucily  for  a  sixpence. 

As  Michael  gave  it  to  her  he  laid  his 
hand  on  her  shoulder,  and  looking  at  her 
eyes  glittering  at  the  coin,  though  they 
could  not  see  it,  said — 

'^  You  never  saw  George  Ambray,  Polly  ? 
You  never  had  your  sight  when  you  knew 
him  ?  " 
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Polly  shook  her  head.  Michael  saw 
that  a  change  had  come  over  her  when 
his  name  was  mentioned.  Her  laughing 
Hps  became  set,  her  eyehds  fell  like  some 
dead  things,  and  her  eyeballs  rolled  under 
them  in  pain. 

Michael  was  very  sorry  for  what  he  had 
done ;  but  as  he  had  spoken  and  the 
change  had  come,  it  was  a  sad  pleasure  to 
him  to  talk  of  George  again. 

^^  Then  you  remember  nothing  about  him 
but  his  voice,  Polly  ?  "  he  asked  softly. 
''  You  do  not  know  what  he  is  like  ?" 

Polly's  shoulders  rose  under  his  hand ; 
her  set  hps  parted  and  let  out  a  long 
shuddering  breath,  on  which  faintly  and 
tenderly  were  borne  the  words — 

*'  /  knowed  what  he  was  hke." 

^'  How,  my  poor  girl,  when  you  never 
saw  him  ?  " 

The  shoulder  rose  again,  the  long  breath 
came  again,  murmuring  softly  and  T\ith 
faint  triumph — 
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*^  But  I  ketched  him  all  by  ear." 

^' And  you  cared  for  him,  Polly,  so  very, 
very  much  ?  " 

At  this  question  the  tragic  little  face  only 
grew  paler,  remaining  motionless  as  marble. 

'^Are  you  very  angry  with  him,  Polly, 
then,  for  using  you  so  ill  ?  " 

The  pain  all  passed  out  of  her  face,  which 
was  raised  to  Michael  with  the  smile  of 
one  who,  having  been  reminded  of  many 
sorrows,  is  suddenly  spoken  to  of  a 
cherished  blessing. 

^^  He  never  used  me  ill,"  said  Polly,  with 
quiet,  deep  exultation.  ^'  That's  only  what 
they  think.    He  know'd  what  was  best." 

^'  Tell  me,  Polly,  did  he  send  you 
away  ?  " 

^'  I  runned  home,"  answered' Polly. 

^'Yes,  but  I  want  you  to  tell  me — as 
his  friend,  you  know,  Polly,  who  knew 
him  well — did  you  treat  him  so  badly  as 
to  leave  him  when  he  was  poor  and  ill, 
against  his  wish  ?  " 
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Polly  himg  her  head  a  moment  or  two, 
then  suddenly  caught  Michael's  arm  with 
both  hands,  and  stretched  up  till  her 
,mouth  was  near  his  bending  ear. 

^'You  won't  never  tell  daddy — or  Traps?" 

''  Never  !  " 

*'  He  never  told  me  to  go — but " 

Here  Polly's  voice  failed,  and  Michael 
felt  her  agitated  breathing  on  his  ear. 

^'  But,"  she  went  on,  "he  wished  me  gone. 
I  got  to  know  he  was  sick  and  tired  of  me 
and  wished  me  gone,  and  so  I  runned  away." 

Michael  would  have  asked  more  ques- 
tions concerning  his  friend  at  this  un- 
happy time,  but  he  saw  Bardsley's  rags 
fluttering  round  the  turn  of  the  chff. 

Then  he  wished  her  good-bye  gently,  and 
left  her. 

Polly  stood  for  some  time  in  a  sort  of 
sorrowful  trance,  when  she  suddenly 
became  aware  of  her  sixpence.  With  a 
happy  little  cry,  she  tossed  it  up  and 
caught  it,  and  ran  towards  Bardsley. 
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**I  say!"  called  Polly,  "what'U  yer  have 
for  dinner  ?  I'm  a-goin'  to  toss — heads, 
bacon;  tails,  herrin's." 

^'  What  is  it  you're  a  tossing  with, 
Polly?"  asked  Bardsley,  turning  round 
greedily. 

On  Polly's  putting  the  sixpence  in  his 
hand,  he  smiled. 

"A  couple  o'  penny  loaves  and  one 
saveloy,  Polly,  must  be  the  bill  o'  fare  to- 
day," he  said,  putting  it  in  his  pocket ; 
"for  the  other  threepence  I  intend  to  use 
in  purchasin'  paper,  envelope,  and  stamp. 
Ink  we  can  borrer." 

"  Whatever  for,  daddy  ? "  asked  Polly, 
hungry  and  disappointed. 

''  To  get  our  scholarly  young  friend  at 
the  Barge  to  write  to  Traps  to-night  for 
us,  Polly,"  he  answered,  buttoning  up  his 
coat  with  unusual  energy,  ''  ewents  havin' 
occurred  as  I  require  the  light  of  Traps's 
.calm  judgment  on." 
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CHAPTEE    XV. 

AFTEK    THE    STOEM. 

"  She  loves  with  a  love  that  cannot  tire  ; 
And  when,  ah,  woe  !  she  loves  alone, 
Tlirough  passionate  duty  love  flames  higher. 
As  grass  grows  taller  round  a  stone." 

C.  Patmore. 

It  had  been  one   of  the   moiirnfalest  days 
to  the  old  couple  at  the  High  Mills. 

Nora  had  blamed  Ambray  for  destroy- 
ing, in  his  violence  and  folly,  the  arrange- 
ment to  which  she  had  had  such  difficulty 
in  bringing  Mrs.  Moon  to  consent.  When 
the  miller  asked  her  if  she  would  have 
him  keep  such  a  character  as  Bardsley 
had  described  Michael's,  and  as  Michael 
had  accepted  as  his,  Nora  declared  that 
the  man  should  at   least    have   had    time 
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and  opportunity  allowed  him  to  speak  in 
his  own  defence — that  his  truthfulness  was 
in  his  favour. 

He  would  not,  she  reasoned,  have  ac- 
cepted, as  he  had  done,  the  charges  made 
against  him  if  they  were  really  as  heavy 
as  Ambray  thought  them  ;  and  if  he  had 
not  hoped  to  clear  himself  sufficiently  for 
his  master  still  to  retain  him.  She  spoke 
of  the  honest  indignation  she  had  seen  in 
his  face  and  manner  from  the  moment 
she  had  come  into  the  cottage,  and  alto- 
gether caused  Ambray  to  regard  his  own 
conduct  in  so  bad  a  light,  that  he,  being 
one  of  those  persons  who  no  sooner  see 
an  unfavourable  reflection  of  themselves 
than  they  are  seized  by  a  desire  to  smash 
the  looking-glass,  soon  ordered  her  to  go 
with  very  little  more  ceremony  than  he  had 
shown  Michael. 

Mrs.  Ambray,  who  had  taken  no  part 
in  the  quarrel,  but  in  alternately  pulling 
Ambray' s  tall  figure  back   into    his   chair, 
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from  wliicli  he  kept  rising  angrily,  and 
in  patting  and  stroking  Nora's  hands,  was 
thankful  when  her  niece  had  gone  and  she 
had  hut  one  temper  to  manage. 

To  soothe  this  one  she  tried  a  thousand 
arts,  even  descending  to  a  Httle  abuse  of 
Michael,  at  which  Ambray  told  her  to  hold 
her  tongue,  declaring  that  however  bad  the 
man  might  be,  he  had  behaved  well  enough 
to  her.  Three  or  four  hours  she  was  on  her 
feet  attending  to  his  comforts,  his  cough 
mixture,  which  he  had  made  over  again  haK- 
a-dozen  times,  his  chest  plaister,  his  rheu- 
matic ankle  and  shoulder,  and  the  innumer- 
able requirements  of  a  selfish  man  sick  in 
heart  and  body,  for  all  of  which  attention, 
when  she  at  last  sat  down,  aching  in  every 
limb,  she  was  rewarded  by  seeing  him  drop 
his  grey  head  in  his  hands,  and  hearing 
him  moan  into  them — 

"  My  God  !  what  have  I  done  to  be  left 
in  the  world  like  this  ?  " 

His  wife,   stung  for  his  sake  as  well    as 
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her  own,  looked  upon  Mm  with  inexpres- 
sible pity  and  tenderness. 

"  It's  hard  for  you  that  you  should  feel 
that,  John,"  she  said ;  "  God  knows  what 
I  should  do  if  I  did." 

Amhray  was  not  so  intellectually  swinish 
as  to  be  quite  ignorant  of  the  worth  of  the 
pearls  of  affection  that  were  cast  so  lavishly 
before  him  by  the  most  leal  old  heart  that 
ever  beat,  but  in  perceiving  them  and  their 
value  he  was  only  troubled  at  times  by  a 
vague  sense  of  waste,  as  one  might  be  in 
using  some  precious  material  for  a  purpose 
for  which  the  commonest  would  do  as  well. 
He  needed  in  Esther  but  a  nurse  and  servant 
— a  supplier  of  common  physical  wants  ;  his 
heart  was  closed  obstinately  to  all  affection, 
hope,  or  comfort  from  any  source  but  one  ; 
and  as  from  that  nothing  came,  his  spirit 
starved  and  soured,  so  that  he,  in  his  turn, 
had  nothing  to  give.  A  beggar  in  vain 
himself,  others  must  needs  beg  vainly  of 
him.     Thus  he  excused  himself  to  himself 
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for  his  hardness,  and  when  he  saw  his  wife 
suffer  at  it,  hlamed  the  cause  of  his  own 
suffering — George. 

Since  a  morning  in  George's  second 
summer  when  Ambray  had  watched  him 
from  the  mill,  using  both  his  baby  hands 
and  setting  his  dimpled  feet  against  a 
ridge  to  give  him  strength  to  tug  a  scarlet 
poppy  fi'om  the  corn,  his  affection  for  the 
child,  and  the  ambition  the  act  suggested — 
that  he  should  reap  a  long  hfe's  harvest 
from  his  grandfather's  land — had  become  a 
passion.  At  first  this  had  met  ^dth  but 
little  hope  to  nomish  it,  but  in  time  his 
brother's  early  death,  and  the  prospect  of 
George's  marriage  with  Nora,  had  so 
strengthened  it,  that  it  overcame  every 
other  feehng;  life  itself  was  but  a  slave 
to  it. 

Thus  when  Ambray  on  the  day  follow- 
ing Michael's  departure  sat  reflecting  how 
this  hope,  this  idol,  had  been  injured  by 
his    soreness   of  temper,    which   had  first 
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driven  away  the  man  whose  presence  had 
enabled  them  to  subsist  through  this  weary- 
waiting,  and  next  had  hurt  and  offended 
George's  betrothed  herself,  it  was  no  wonder 
that  his  heart  should  be  sick  and  full  of 
despair. 

His  harsh  treatment  of  Michael  had 
been  wrung  from  him  by  simple  and  bitter 
jealousy  at  God's  having  given  one  man 
such  a  son,  while  he  who  had  staked  his 
all  upon  his  child — who  had  not  retained 
or  wished  to  retain  one  hope  apart  from 
him — was  thus  deserted,  neglected,  defied. 
Often  he  had  felt  incHned  to  Hft  his 
hand  and  strike  Michael  when  he  saw  his 
dark  eyes  gleaming  tenderly  over  one  of 
old  Swift's  short,  cold,  ill-spelt  letters. 

For  this  reason  the  miller  was  but  sulkily 
and  dully  pleased  when  at  noon  a  fish-boy 
brought  him  a  letter  from  Michael,  ask- 
ing forgiveness  for  his  rough  departure, 
and  permission  to  return,  and  telhng  him 
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how  he  was  arranging  to  assist  those  who 
had  been  injured,  though  not,  Michael 
assured  him,  so  greatly  as  Bardsley  would 
have  had  him  to  believe. 

Mrs.  Ambray  dared  not  remain  in  the 
room  for  fear  her  husband  should  see  the 
rehef  and  thankfulness  in  her  face  when, 
after  having  asked  him  what  he  should 
do  about  the  letter,  he  had  replied — 
^'  Nothing — and  if  he  comes — he  comes." 
So  when,  after  dark,  the  door  opened, 
and  Michael  looked  hesitatingly  in,  his 
great  shoulders  drawn  up,  his  head  bowed, 
his  pardon-begging  eyes  dazed  by  the 
candle-Hght — a  picture  of  profound  and 
humble  contrition — he  was  not  forbidden 
to  enter  and  seat  himself  in  his  old  corner. 
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CHAPTEE   XVI. 

Michael's  golden  moening. 

"  And  thine  the  sunbeam  given 
To  nature's  morning  hour, 
Pure,  warm,  as  when  from  heaven 
It  burst  on  Eden's  bower. " 

Halleck. 

The  next  morning,  when  Mrs.  Ambray 
saw  tlie  sails  sweeping  lazily  round  in  a 
languid,  sweet  sea-breeze,  and  Michael, 
white  from  head  to  foot,  standing  on  the 
little  terrace,  and  looking  across  the  Buck- 
holt  fields,  she  was  obliged  to  hide  behind 
the  bee-hives,  that  she  might  have  a 
thankful  cry  without  being  scolded  for  it. 

Nora  knew  nothing  of  his  return  till 
she  went  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  mill,  which 
she  now  supposed  to  be  so  utterly  deserted. 
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When  Michael  saw  her  coming,  he  was 
standing  inside  the  mill  door,  putting  down 
an  order  he  had  just  received,  on  the  slate 
that  hung  against  the  wall. 

It  was  yet  early,  scarcely  seven  o'clock, 
and  the  July  morning,  with  the  dew  dried 
into  it,  was  all  glorious  light  and  lustre. 

Before  he  had  seen  Nora  coming, 
Michael  had  paused  unconsciously,  with 
his  hand  against  the  slate  to  feast  his 
eyes  upon  the  rich  summer  and  perfect 
day. 

He  was  thinking  as  he  looked,  ^'  How 
glorious  everything  would  be — even  now 
— if  I  had  not  offended  her ;  if  she  smiled 
as  she  used  to  do  when  she  saw  me  slaving 
for  her  people,  happy  and  willing,  and 
pitied  me,  as  I  know  she  did  when  I  was 
dead  heat  at  the  evening — and  railed  at,  in- 
stead of  thanked.  I've  altered  all  that  now 
by  what  I  said.  She  thinks  me  a  jealous, 
grasping,  conceited  ape  for  those  words  alone, 
besides  aU  the  rest  of  it." 
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And  then,  as  deep  regret  and  yearning 
brought  the  moisture  to  his  wide  out-gaz- 
ing eyes,  Nora  came  before  them. 

He  had  never  seen  her  yet  as  she 
looked  then  in  her  sweet  morning  reverie. 

Her  simple  cotton  dress  of  green,  faint 
as  the  first  willow  leaves  that  hang  against 
the  vivid  March  sky,  gave  fresh  bloom  to 
the  colours  in  her  face,  and  added  snow  to 
its  whiteness. 

Suffering  seemed  as  yet  only  to  have 
chiselled  her  features  into  more  tender  and 
exquisite  lines,  and  to  have  given  a  star- 
like distance  and  mystery  to  the  depths 
of  light  in  her  blue  eyes. 

Warm  after  her  walk  through  the  fierce 
sun,  she  had  taken  her  hat  off  as  she 
came  towards  the  mill,  and  even  the  little 
dark  penciling  of  hair  on  her  forehead 
added  to  the  indescribable  tenderness 
there  was  in  her  whole  look  and  mood 
as  Michael's  eyes  ht  on  her. 

To  have  his  soHtude,  regret,  and  yearn- 
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ing  so  broken  in  upon  was  most  startling 
to  Michael. 

His  heart  seemed  to  stand  still,  his 
strength  to  forsake  him.  He  thought  if  his 
hand  and  arm  had  not  been  against  the 
slate  and  wall  he  could  hardly  have  stood. 

Nora  was  also  startled.  She  had  ima- 
gined him  a  hundred  miles  away,  and 
here  she  came  upon  him  standing  like  a 
ghost,  his  wide  eyes  full  of  water,  his 
cheeks  and  hps  growing  visibly  paler. 

"  Michael !  "  she  exclaimed  involun- 
tarily, "  I  did  not  know  you  had  come 
back." 

Michael's  heart  was  even  yet  not  so 
broken  by  all  his  cares  as  to  be  able  to 
resist  the  influence  of  such  a  morning  and 
such  a  meeting.  He  was  but  startled  for 
the  moment,  and  when  the  first  surprise 
had  passed,  a  glow  of  perfect  joy  rushed 
over  soul,  and  frame,  and  face. 

He  smiled  upon  Nora  with  delight  and 
adoration  undiscmised. 
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^'  Yes,"  lie  said  joy onsly.  ^'  I  liave  come 
back.  Life  here,  even  witli  disgrace  and 
contempt,  is  better  than  elsewhere — even 
where  one  is  thought  ever  so  well  of,  and 
cared  for  ever  so  much." 

It  was  at  that  moment,  for  the  first 
time,  that  Nora  hnew  he  loved  her,  and 
loved  her  greatly. 

To  see  that  love  had  grown  up  for  her 
in  his  heart,  and  to  know  nothing  of  it 
till  Michael's  smile  showed  it  in  its  full 
summer  strength,  was  a  strange  experi- 
ence to  her.  She  now  told  herself,  all  in 
a  minute,  that  this  accounted  for  all 
Michael's  strangeness  of  behaviour. 

^^  And  your  poor  wife,  Michael,"  she 
asked,  "  where  have  you  left  her  ?  " 

Michael  laughed — a  low  gentle  laugh, 
that  seemed  like  the  very  expression  of 
the  absurd  unreality  which  Nora  felt  hung 
about  the  idea  of  him  as  a  married  man. 

She  looked  at  him  with  puzzled,  severe 
eyes. 
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"  Does  it  all  seem  so  easy  to  yoii  to 
believe,  then?"  asked  Michael,  returning 
her  look  with  one  of  steadfast  love,  and 
tender  appeal.  ''  Oh !  you,  about  whom 
all  the  Hars  in  the  world  could  not  make 
me  beHeve  an  evil  thing,  do  you  so  soon 
beHeve  in  so  much  bad  of  me  ?  " 

''  That  is  it,  Michael,"  cried  Nora  with 
the  sudden  frankness  of  a  child.  "I 
scarcely  can  beheve  it.  But  then — but 
then — you  yourseK  owned  it." 

"  I  will  o^TL  anything,"  answered  Michael, 
^'  bear  anything  in  patience — no  matter 
what  disgrace,  I  will  bear  it — if  I  only  feel 
you  cannot  beHeve  such  things  of  me." 

"I  do  not  understand  you,"  said  Nora 
coldly;  ^'if  you  convict  youi'self,  what  are 
we  to  think  ?  " 

"  Do  you  think  that  I  would  believe  an 
evil  in  tou  if  your  otvtl  Hps  confessed  it?  " 
asked  Michael. 

''Well,  Michael,"  said  Nora  ^ith  more 
severity  than  she  had  spoken  with  yet,  ''  I 
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see  no  use  in  saying  anything  more  to 
yon,  except  that  yon  have  an  easy  con- 
science to  have  been  so  cheerful  so  long 
here  with  such  a  secret  on  your  mind." 

^^  What  !  have  I  made  you  still  more 
angry  with  me  ?  "  cried  Michael,  coming  to 
the  door  as  she  turned  to  go  away.  ''  I 
cannot  help  my  conscience,  though  it's  true 
I  know  it  isn't  quite  so  timorous  as  such 
a  rascal's  should  be.  It  does  sometimes  let 
me  feel  as  free  and  jolly  as  the  best  fellow 
living.  Sometimes — like  as  just  now,  on  a 
fine  morning,  or  when  you  speak  to  me — 
my  very  heart  feels  as  innocent  and  happy 
as  any  bird  that  flies.  A  man  who's  cut 
out  for  a  harmless,  hard-working,  open  and 
happy  sort  o'  life,  can't  be  changed  all  at 
once,  even  by  a  great  blow  befalling  him — 
at  least  I  feel  so." 

As  he  ceased,  Nora  crossed  the  threshold 
without  a  word. 

Michael  followed  her,  and  stopped  her  by 
a  shght  but  eloquent,  almost  passionate, 
gesture  of  his  hand. 
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^^  There  is  one  thing,"  he  said,  speaking 
as  she  had  never  heard  him  speak  before, 
with  the  fall  but  finely  modulated  power 
of  his  strange  voice,  and  without  the 
hesitation  she  had  always  noticed  in  him. 
*'  Before  you  go,  there  is  one  thing  I 
would  ask  of  you.  I  don't  wdsh  to  com- 
plain of  my  hfe.  I  never  knew  it  had 
been  so  humdrum  and  di'owsy  till  I  came 
here — till  I  heard  you  read  and  talk,  and 
learnt  w^hat  it  was  to  go  through  life  with 
one's  mind  awake.  But  there  it  is,  I 
have  had  nothing  so  vrorth  remembering 
as  that  night  I  walked  home  with  you. 
If  I  had  anything  I  thought  w^orth  re- 
membering before,  then  that  night  has 
taken  the  goodness  out  of  it.  I  am  Hkely 
to  have  a  hard  life,  and  a  thankless  hfe, 
and  a  long  one — for  I  am  very  strong, 
and  I  am  never  Hkely  to  have  another 
time  come  to  me  hke  that  night.  So  I 
want  to  ask  you  to  leave  me  that  one 
dear — dear  hour  to  remember,  to  think  of 
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all  my  life,  without  it  being  spoilt  by  the 
thought  of  my  having  offended  you  by  the 
words  I  spoke.  Before  you  go — to  speak 
to  me  no  more,  perhaps,  for  hours,  days — 
God  knows — perhaps  not  for  weeks,  or 
months,  or  years, — before  you  go,  I  do 
pray  of  you,  humbly  as  you  like,  humbly 
as  the  greatest  sinner  on  the  earth  (if 
that's  what  you  must  think  me),  I  do  beg 
of  you  to  try  and  find  it  in  your  gentle 
heart  to  forgive  me,  and  to  tell  me  so." 

"  That  I  certainly  will,  and  do,  Michael," 
answered  Nora,  feeling  that  as  she  had 
made  up  her  mind  that  Michael  must  be 
sent  away  as  soon  as  ever  he  could  be 
spared,  it  behoved  her  to  be  generous  in 
this  matter  at  least.  ''  I  do  forgive  you 
all  that  offended  me  that  night,  freely  and 
fully." 

'^  What  misery  I  have  suffered  through 
not  asking  before!  "  said  Michael,  in  simple 
self-pity.  '^I  might  have  known  you  were 
too    good-hearted  to  refuse  me.      Ah,  my 
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silver  night  !  as  I  call  it — liow  precious  it 
will  be  now  !  And  this  " — he  said,  looking 
round  with  dazed  but  joyful,  eyes,  "  I  think 
I  will  call  this  my  golden  morning.  A 
visit  from  you !  Where  is  my  conscience  ? 
Why,  I  am  as  happy  as  a  king,  and  proud 
as  Lucifer!  " 

And  mth  eyes  closed  in  rapture,  Michael 
erected  himself,  turned  his  dark  face  sky- 
wards, and  laughed. 

Nora  went  home,  feeling  very  sure  that 
he  must  be  sent  away  as  soon  as  times 
should  be  better,  and  a  new  man  could 
be  procm-ed  to  fill  his  place. 
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CHAPTEE  XVII. 

STOKMY    SUMMEE. 

'    "  These  are  not  natural  events  :  they  strengthen 
From  strange  to  stranger." 

Shakspeare. 

Ambkay  did  not  speak  to  Michael  for  several 
days.  Life  evidently  was  not  to  go  on  at 
the  High  MiUs  even  as  smoothly  as  it  had 
done  in  the  earher  part  of  the  summer. 

Michael's  father  wrote  one  day  to  tell 
him  his  money  was  aU  gone ;  and  on  another 
to  tell  him  that  an  old  hlind  man  had  heen 
worrying  them  with  mysterious  demands 
in  Michael's  name.  At  this  critical  time 
Michael  dared  not  cease  sending  the  small 
sum  Bardsley  had  received  from  him  since 
his  and  Polly's  return  to  London.     To  ob- 
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tain  this  money  now  lie  was  obliged  to  beg 
Ambray  to  allow  bim  to  work  some  hours 
daily  for  Mrs.  Moon,  explaining  to  him  his 
necessity  for  doing  so. 

Ambray  did  not  refuse  his  consent,  but 
was  rather  glad  to  have  this  thing  to  taunt 
Michael  with,  so  that  his  life — what  with 
overwork,  unkindness  constant  and  galling, 
and  the  weight  of  three  other  persons' 
troubles — was  no  easy  burden  to  him. 

He  generally  bore  these  taunts  about 
Polly  in  silence  and  gentleness,  but  once 
or  twice  he  had  been  unable  to  keep  himself 
from  turning  upon  Ambray  with  an  indig- 
nant and  passionate  burst  of  laughter,  which, 
though  abruptly  and  sternly  stopped,  none 
the  less  had  filled  the  old  man  with  sub- 
dued fuiy. 

Dissension  seemed  to  ripen  in  the  valley 
with  the  corn  that  summer.  Ma'r  S'one 
brought  rumours  of  wars  from  the  farm, 
where  it  seemed  Mrs.  Moon  was  encour- 
aging an  unwelcome  wooer  of  Nora's,  to  her 
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niece's  distress  and  Ambray's  rage.  There 
seemed  no  fear  so  strong  in  him  as  that  of 
Nora  breaking  her  engagement  with  George. 
If  he  heard  of  any  of  her  friends  from  the 
Bay  going  to  see  her,  he  wonld  never  rest 
until  he  had  learnt  all  he  could  about 
them  ;  and  Nora  seldom  had  a  letter  but 
he  would  hear  of  it,  and  demand  of  her  the 
writer's  name,  and  sometimes  the  contents 
of  the  letter  also. 

Michael  knew  that  Nora  tried  hard  to 
keep  patience  and  peace  in  her  heart 
through  all  this,  but  he  often  saw  her  leave 
the  miller's  cottage  with  flushed  cheeks  and 
weary  eyes,  and  walk  home  with  a  slow 
and  springless  step. 

Michael  had  not  made  her  angry  again, 
and  his  manner  to  her  was  so  humble  and 
timid,  she  could  but  be  touched  by  it.  He 
now  had  become  a  fixture  in  Nora's 
thoughts,  for  filling  George's  place  so  long 
seemed  to  make  him  as  one  of  themselves. 
Whenever     Nora      was      reminded      of 
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Micliaers  supposed  marriage,  and  desertion 
of  his  wife,  she  was  always  freshly  shocked, 
because  it  seemed  impossible  to  her  to 
beheve  in  it.  However  her  aunt  convinced 
her,  for  a  time,  of  its  trnth,  Michael's  face 
and  whole  manner  of  life  seemed  to  always 
bring  her  back  to  an  instinctive  faith  in 
his  simplicity  and  goodness  of  heart. 

Sometimes  she  dreamt  of  George  and 
Michael  together,  merely  because  they  luere 
both  in  her  thoughts.  Then  that  made  her 
half  superstitious  that  their  Hves  were  to 
cross  each  other.  From  this  sprang  the 
thought — had  they  perhaps  already  met  ? 
She  did  not  at  all  connect  what  George  had 
said  of  his  models  with  Michael's  supposed 
wife  and  Bardsley,  till  one  morning  when 
she  had  George's  letter  open  before  her, 
while  the  miller  was  teUing  her  again  of 
the  street  scene  at  Bulver's  Bay. 

"•  Both  blind  !  "  she  exclaimed,  snatching 
up  the  letter  and  looking  at  it  eagerly. 
*^Why,  uncle — it  must  be " 
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*^  What  now?"  asked  the  miller. 

The  blood  rushed  to  Nora's  face,  then 
left  it  very  white. 

^^It  must  be  a  mistake,"  she  murmured. 
''  He  never  could  treat  two  poor  bhnd 
creatures  in  such  a  way.  He  seems  so 
harmless." 

She  said  no  more,  and  the  miller,  who 
was  sitting  facing  the  brilhant  sun,  had  not 
seen  her  agitation. 

The  truth  was,  the  thought  had  come 
with  great  throbs  of  fear — Was  George,  after 
all,  the  real  culprit,  and  Michael  screening 
him  ?  At  first  she  had  been  going  to  utter 
the  thought  aloud,  but  then  had  come  the 
cautious  pity  that  said  to  her  heart — Should 
you  be  the  first  to  betray  him  if  others 
screen  him  ? 

She  longed  to  charge  Michael  once  more 
with  having  knowledge  of  George,  and  to 
draw  from  him  the  truth  ;  but  from  the 
very  moment  the  excitement  of  her  sus- 
picion was  over,  she  felt  the  suspicion  itself 
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to  be  absurd,  and  that  it  ought  to  be  forgotten 
like  a  morbid  dream.  Suppose  these  poor 
creatures  and  George's  models  luere  the  same, 
she  reasoned  with  herself,  did  that  make  it 
probable  that  Michael  should  ever  have 
known  George  ?  She  felt  the  idea  to  be 
more  unlikely  than  any  of  the  suppositions 
that  sprang  up  in  her  heart,  and  were  put 
aside  every  day  and  night.  She  felt,  too, 
that  were  she  ever  so  inclined  to  prove 
what  the  suspicion  might  be  worth,  it  was 
almost  impossible  for  her  to  do  so.  Sup- 
posing she  told  the  miller,  and  made  him 
get  all  fi'om  Michael,  she  might  be  betray- 
ing George  to  his  father.  As  to  waylaying 
Michael  to  speak  to  him  privately,  after 
what  she  knew  of  his  feehng  for  her,  that 
was  against  her  very  nature.  She  felt  she 
could  not  do  it. 

Every  day  strengthened  this  feeling  as 
she  saw  how  much  he  suffered,  and  how 
he  became  more  and  more  agitated  in  her 
presence. 
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Once  having  grown  used  to  his  humilia- 
tion in  her  knowledge  of  his  hopeless  love, 
he  took  no  proud  pains  to  hide  it  from 
her.  In  every  humble  glance  he  showed 
his  whole  soul  in  his  face.  Every  child  in 
the  village  might  have  known  to  whom 
flowed  the  worship  of  his  honest  heart. 

Michael  noticed  that  Nora  began  to 
catch  some  of  the  feverish,  fresh  expectancy 
that  had  possessed  Ambray  of  late,  and 
which  seemed  increasing  upon  him  so  that 
almost  every  sound  made  him  start  and 
tremble. 

One  night  Michael  heard  him  say  to  his 
wife  in  suppressed  excitement, 

**  Esther,  that  boy's  coming — I  feel  it — I 
feel  he  might  come  in  at  any  moment." 

The  next  day  he  told  Nora  the  same 
thing,  and  her  eyes  filled  as  she  looked  at 
him  solemnly  and  answered, 

^^  How  strange  !     I  have  felt  so  too." 

The  only  times  of  rest  Michael  knew  in 
those  days,  so  full  of  restlessness  and  fever, 
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were  the  evenings  when  he  stole  clown  the 
white  village  roacl,  over  which  the  shadows 
of  the  thatched  cottages  lay  so  softly  and 
still,  and  leant  upon  the  gate  at  Buckholt 
Farm.  For  it  was  at  these  times  Nora's 
voice  came  out  to  complete  the  sweetness 
of  the  summer  night,  of  the  lake-like  fields 
of  heavy  harvest  dew,  the  star-jewelled 
mill-sails — still  or  moving — and  the  unseen 
sea,  giving  the  valley  breath  with  which  to 
tell  its  odours. 

Generally  Michael  would  see  Ma'r  S'one 
listening  close  to  the  window,  his  hand  be- 
hind his  ear,  his  wondering  little  eyes  fixed 
on  his  young  mistress  as  she  sang,  with  all 
her  soul  in  her  face — like  a  modern  St. 
Cecilia  trying  to  di'aw  down  the  angel  of 
peace. 

Michael  loved  best  to  steal  away  before 
she  rose,  because  sometimes  her  sigh,  or 
look  into  the  night,  haunted  him  too  long 
with  its  sweet  patience  and  wonder,  its 
foreboding  or  hope.      Neither  did  he  care 
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to  hear  the  invariable  and  solemn  excla- 
mation of  Ma'r  S'one,  as  his  smock  disap- 
peared round  the  house — 

^'  The  Lord  furgive  Ma'rs  Garge  !  " 

Mrs.  Moon  was  always  close  to  Nora's 
elbow,  beating  time  with  her  substantial 
foot.  She  was  a  great  lover  of  music,  and 
thinking  all  the  sweet  richness  of  Nora's 
voice  was  derived  from  the  school  money 
she  had  paid  for  her,  she  had  great  satis- 
faction and  pride  in  listening  to  her. 

Sometimes  Michael,  as  he  leant  on  the 
gate  outside,  noticed  that  she  was  often, 
when  in  a  fit  of  sleepy  sentiment alism, 
unwise  as  to  her  choice  of  subjects  in  the 
songs  she  begged  Nora  to  sing  to  her. 

One  night  he  had  been  listening  late  to 
the  dear  voice.  The  day  had  been  one  of 
intense  heat,  and  even  now  the  very  stars 
seemed  crowding  forwards,  and  leaning 
thirstily  towards  the  silver  dew-lakes  on 
the  meadows. 

'Nora  had  just  finished  one  of  his  favour- 
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ite  songs,  and  he  saw  that  she  was  rising, 
when  her  aunt  laid  her  hand  on  her  arm 
and  said — 

^' Do,  Nara,  sing  'My  'ert's  Desire.'  It's 
such  a  time  since  I  heard  it." 

Then  Michael  heard  her  sing  this  song 
to  an  ail'  so  full  of  dreamy,  gathering 
despair  and  hope,  he  could  scarcely  tell 
which  it  teemed  of  most  : — 

"  The  apples  are  gold  in  tlie  orchard  old, 

And  the  purple  grapes  are  sweet ; 
The  long  yellow  pear  leaves  its  breath  in  the  air 

As,  ripe,  it  falls  at  my  feet. 
High  on  the  wall  waves  the  snapdragon  tall. 

Marigolds  faint  in  their  fire, 
Whilst  early  and  late  at  the  orchard  gate 

I  watch  for  my  heart's  desire. 

"  O'erhead,  under  feet,  bloom  alleys  were  sweet 

As  here  I  came  in  my  tears. 
To  part  from  a  face  of  comelier  grace 

Than  fruit  of  a  hundred  years. 
Now  nectarines  fall  from  the  crumbling  wall 

In  the  sun's  red  harvest  fire. 
Yet  early  and  late  at  the  orchard  gate 

I  watch  for  my  heart's  desire." 

Before  the  song  was  finished  Michael 
was  no  longer  on  the  spot  where  he  had 
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heard  it  begun,  nor  was  any  form  to  be 
seen  on  the  inoonht  road.  But  in  the 
ripe,  waving  corn  there  had  come  a  sudden 
gap,  which  was  about  his  length  and 
breadth. 

It  was  there  that  he  lay  trying  to  shut 
his  ears  to  the  refrain,  as  it  came  laden 
with  soft  passion  through  the  odours  of  the 
garden — 

"  Yet  weeping  I  wait,  and  the  year  grows  late, 
O  give  me  my  heart's  desire  !  " 

When  he  rose  up  from  the  corn  and 
went  towards  home,  his  heart  cried  out 
to  him  that  what  he  was  trying  for  was 
against  nature,  and  he  half  resolved  to  give 
up  his  vain  hope,  and  go  back  to  the  old  life. 

He  sat  through  supper  without  tasting 
anything ;  the  farewell  he  was  anticipating, 
as  he  looked  from  under  his  hand  at  the 
old  faces,  filled  him  with  sorrow  to  the  lips. 

The  old  heads  had  never  looked  so 
venerably  dear;  the  old  voices  had  never 
sounded  so  parental  to  his  ears. 
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CHAPTEK  XYIII. 

THE    FIRST    HARVESTERS. 

"  Forthwith  this  frame  of  mind  was  wrenched 
With  a  woeful  agony  ; 
Which  forced  me  to  begin  my  tale. " 

Coleridge, 

In  the  morning,  ast  hey  sat  at  breakfast, 
the  first  band  of  reapers  went  by  the 
window. 

Ambray  started  up,  and,  going  to  the 
door,  looked  after  them  with  eyes  half 
frenzied. 

'^My  God!"  he  cried,  ''is  that  it? 
Must  I  see  this  year's  sheaves  over  all  my 
father's  land,  without  knowing  if  I  shall 
ever  see  my  boy  again  ?  Oh,  if  he  is  not 
coming,  let  the  harvest  rot !  " 


236  THE   HIGH   MILLS. 

He  stretclied  his  long  arms  out  through 
the  open  door,  and  hfted  up  his  face  with 
a  minghng  of  malediction  and  prayer  fear- 
ful to  see. 

Michael  rose,  got  past  him,  and  went 
into  the  mill. 

The  whole  morning  he  sat  at  one  of 
the  httle  windows  without  moving,  watch- 
ing the  cottage-door  and  Ambray,  who 
frequently  came  out  of  it,  and  walked  a 
few  yards  in  the  sun,  looking  now  with 
a  quieter  gloom  at  the  reapers  at  their 
work.  At  last,  suddenly,  and  quite  before 
he  was  aware  of  his  approach,  Ambray 
felt  Michaers  hand  touching  his  arm. 

^^  Master,"  he  said,  breathing  as  if  he 
had  just  run  from  some  great  distance, 
instead  of  Ambray's  having  seen  him  sit- 
ting quietly  in  the  mill  but  a  minute  since, 
*^  may  I  speak  to  you  ?  " 

''  Well,''  said  the  miller,  ''  what  now  ?  " 

*'  I  wish  to  leave  you,"  answered  Michael. 
*^  I  should  be  glad  to  go  as  soon  as  I  can." 
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Ambray  knew  well  enough  that  there 
were  few  men  who  would  not  have  wished 
to  go  from  such  a  master  as  he  had  been 
to  Michael.  But  now  he  had  grown  so 
used  to  his  servant's  patience  and  humihty 
as  to  consider  this  decision  a  piece  of 
atrocious  impudence. 

"Go,  then,"  he  said  in  his  first  indigna- 
tion— "with  all  my  heart,  and  as  soon  as 
you  like."  And  he  added,  mutteringly, 
something  Michael  did  not  hear  about 
sending  his  wages  by  post. 

Then,  as  Michael  left  him  with  the  look 
of  one  who  has  found  a  miserable  relief 
from  a  great  torture,  the  miller  called  out 
after  him — 

"Don't  tell  my  wife,  or  I  shall  have  her 
at  my  ears,  and  I  hate  a  scene.  Take 
yourself  off  without  a  fuss — if  you  must  go." 

Then  Ambray  w^ent  into  the  mill.  He 
stood  for  a  few  moments  swelling  with  rage 
at  Michael,  but  soon  he  was  sitting  on  the 
bin,  bowed  down  in  utter  misery  and  despair. 
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In  less  than  ten  minutes  a  shadow  fell 
across  the  sunny  doorway,  and  Arnbray, 
glancing  up,  saw  Michael  with  his  bundle 
and  his  stick  over  his  shoulder. 

''I  may  say  good-bye — to  you—insLstei?" 
he  asked  in  a  hoarse  voice. 

The  only  answer  Ambray  made  was  an 
impatient  and  proud  gesture  of  his  arm, 
signing  him  to  go. 

So  Michael  turned  and  went. 

The  next  minute,  when  Ambray  lifted 
his  head,  and  saw  through  the  open  door 
the  departing  figure  of  his  servant  still 
in  view,  the  sense  of  the  goodness  and 
faithfulness  of  what  he  was  losing  came 
upon  him. 

Before  he  was  well  aware  of  what  he 
did,  he  was  hobbling  after  Michael,  at  a 
greater  rate  than  his  old  Umbs  had  known 
for  years. 

Michael,  hearing  the  steps,  turned  and 
found  his  master  close  to  him. 

The    miller's    breath  was   almost   spent 
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by  liis  run.  He  could  not  speak,  but  he 
took  hold  of  Michael  by  the  right  shoulder 
and  the  right  hand,  and  so  held  him  till 
his  breath  came  back. 

^*  Michael,"  he  said  at  last,  ^' stay  with 
us,  and  you  shall  find  things  different. 
Stay  with  us — we  are  old  and  deserted. 
You  have  been  better  to  us  than  any  son. 
Stay  and  he  a  son.  God  knows  when  we 
shall  ever  see  our  own.  Stay,  Michael, 
and  fill  his  place  to  us." 

Thus  the  cup  for  which  Michael's  lips 
had  thirsted  was  put  to  them,  but  instead  of 
diinking,  they  turned  from  it  sick  and 
trembling. 

The  face  that  looked  in  Ambray's  appeal- 
ing face  seemed  now  the  most  aged  of  the 
two,  so  di'awn  up  was  it  in  lines  of  anguish. 
''Master,"  gasped  Michael,  ''for  this  I 
have  longed,  for  this  I  have  toiled,  and  now 
— now  I  cannot  take  it.  I  dare  not.  Hear 
me, — I  can  keep  it  back  no  longer, — I 
must — I  must  speak," 
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*^Wliy,  what  is  tlie  matter  with  you?" 
asked  Ambray  with  puzzled  sternness,  step- 
ping back  as  he  looked  at  him,  and  noticed 
that  Michael  was  paler  than  he  ever  saw 
living  man  look,  and  that  his  eyes  were  at 
once  more  resolute,  and  more  full  of  agony, 
than  any  eyes  his  own  had  yet  encountered. 

There  was  but  one  object  concerning 
which  Ambray  could  feel  intense  hope  or 
fear — one  source  to  which  he  could  imagine 
such  anguish  as  he  saw  here  must  belong. 

''  George  !  "  he  almost  shouted,  laying  his 
hands  on  Michael's  shoulders,  and  looking 
upon  him  as  if  he  would  devour  his  news 
out  of  his  soul  before  his  lips  could  speak 
it.     ^'Isit  about  George?" 

^'  Let  me  come  and  tell  you,"  answered 
Michael.     "Let  me  tell  you  in  the  mill." 

Half  leaning  on  him,  half  supporting  him 
to  make  him  move  faster,  Ambray  went 
with  him  into  the  mill. 

They  stood  by  the  long  deal  shaft  exactly 
as  they   stood    there    when    Michael    first 
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came,  and  where  he  had  looked  up  and 
nodded  as  the  miller  said,  ''  I  have  a  son  in 
London,"  and  had  felt  that  movement  to 
le  the  greatest  crime  of  which  he  had  in 
al]  his  life  .been  guilty. 

Ambray  laid  his  hand  upon  the  shaft  now 
as  he  had  done  that  day. 

Michael  also  took  hold  of  it  to  keep 
himseK  from  falling. 

As  their  eyes  met  again,  Michael  saw  that 
Ambray  had  had  time  to  reason  mth  him- 
self— to  think  that  the  news  which  looked 
so  terrible  in  Michael's  eyes  need  not 
necessarily  be  about  his  son. 

Then,  mthout  an  instant's  pause,  the 
words  came  with  a  dull  monotony — Hke  a 
bitter  lesson  learnt  by  heart  and  soul — 

^^  I  saved  an  old  man's  hfe  from  a  young 
man  who  would  have  killed  him — if  I — had 
not  used  violence  to  the  young  man,  who 
was  strong — very  strong.  I  used  violence 
— I  killed  him — no  one  knows  I  did  it — no 
one  but  you — his — his " 
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Micliaers  voice  failed  him ;  he  saw  that 
the  miller  drew  himself  back,  erect  and 
strong — that  the  hope  which  had  risen  jn 
his  eyes  was  determined  to  die  hard. 

Michael  clung  to  the  shaft  like  the  last 
wretch  left  upon  a  wreck  to  the  swaying 
mast,  and  cried — 

''  Have  mercy  upon  me,  master  !  " 

^^  Unlucky  wretch  !  "  murmured  Ambray, 
bewildered,  ''  what  have  I  to  do  with 
mercy?  You  have  really  done  this  thing 
you  say  you  have  ?  You  have  killed  a 
man?     You!" 

At  this  moment  the  bell  attached  to  the 
mill-door  rang  ;  a  flood  of  hght  fell  on  their 
faces  ;  a  girl  had  come  for  a  small  measure 
of  barley. 

Michael  looked  at  her,  and  heard  her 
demand,  with  a  dull,  vague  wonder,  a 
horror  such  as,  if  the  dead  could  feel,  they 
might  know  at  seeing  some  one  waiting  a 
customary  service  from  their  hands. 

He  did  not  mgve  except  to  take  one  hand 
from  the  shaft,  and  stand  erect  beside  it. 


THE    FIRST    HARVESTERS.  243 

Ambray  with  a  strong  step  went  and  took 
a  measiu'e  and  filled  it  and  poured  the 
barley  into  the  girl's  apron,  Michael  staring 
at  him  ^ith  suspended  breath,  appalled  by 
the  sight  of  his  calnmess,  which  showed 
how  httle  of  his  task  was- yet  done. 

He  saw  that  hope,  like  some  hurt,  wild 
creature,  was  stung  to  fresh  strength  in  him 
by  the  shock  it  had  received,  and  was  pre- 
pared to  defend  its  fierce,  faint  life  to'  the 
last. 

When  the  girl  had  gone  and  Ambray  had 
closed  the  door  upon  her,  he  turned  to 
Michael  vdth.  this  look  of  assurance  and 
defiance  in  his  eyes,  and  Michael  cried  out 
in  a  voice  scarcely  louder  than  a  breath,  but 
audible  and  pain-bm'dened  as  the  breath 
about  to  pass  away  for  ever — 

"You  must  understand  me,  I  must 
make  you  understand  me.  This  young 
man " 

His  voice  died,  and  they  looked  at  each 
other  in  utter  silence. 
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Nearly  two  minutes  passed  in  this  way 
before  Micliael  again  clung  to  tlie  shaft  as 
he  had  done  before,  and  cried — 

^' Have  mercy  upon  me — it  was  your 
son  ! " 

Suddenly,  before  he  well  knew  how 
Ambray  had  approached,  or  taken  hold  of 
him,  Michael  was  half  running  with  feet 
like  lead — half  being  dragged  along — past 
the  field  of  fallen  corn  towards  the  cottage. 

The  next  moment  he  was  standing  before 
Mrs.  Ambray  and  Nora,  and  a  voice  such  as 
he  had  never  heard,  but  by  which  all  fears 
of  the  past  seemed  uttered  afresh,  was 
shouting  over  him — 

^'  "What  have  you  told  me  ?  Eepeat  it 
here — before  this  woman  that  bore  him, 
and  this  girl — repeat  it  I  " 
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%*  In  tlie  folUrJi'ing  Catalogiie  tJte  paragraph  which  in  7itany  cases  precedes  tJie 
comments  of  the  press  is  taken  invariably  from  the  words  of  the  A  tithor.  It  is 
vitetided  as  his  own  description  of  his  Work,  and  not  as  a  laudatory  comment. 

Adams  (A.  L.),  M.A. 

FIELD  AND  FOREST  RAMBLES  OF  A  NATU- 
RALIST IN  NEW  BRUNSWICK.  With  Notes  and 
Observations  on  the  Natural  History-  of  Eastern  Canada.  8vo., 
cloth.    Illustrated,     i^r. 

This  book  is  one  of  the  first  attempts  towards  elucidating  the 
natural  history  of  an  important  and  interesting  portion  of  the  Cana- 
dian Dominion.  It  is  addressed  more  especially  to  the  younger 
officers  of  the  Army  and  Na\'\',  whose  previous  studies  render  them 
especially  adapted  for  prosecuting  physical  inquiries. 

"  Both  sportsmen  and  naturalists  will  find  this  work  replete  with  anecdote 
and  carefully-recorded  observation,  which  will  entertain  them." — Nature. 

"Will  be  found  interesting  by  those  who  take  a  pleasure  either  in  sport  or 
natural  history." — Athetueum. 

Adams  (F.  0.)>  H.  B.  M.'s  Secretary  of  Embassy  at 
Berlin,  formerly  H.B.M.'s  Charge  d' Affaires,  and  Secretary  of 
Legation  at  Yedo. 

THE  HISTOR'iOF  JAPAN.  From  the  Earliest  Period 
to  the  Present  Time.  New  Edition,  revised.  Volume  I.  Demy 
8vo.     With  Map  and  Plans.     2is. 

Volume  II.,  completing  the  Work.     From  the  Year 

1865  to  Present  Time.     Demy  8vo.,  with  Map.     2\s. 

This  is  the  only  History  of  Japan  accessible  to  English  readers. 
It  is  compiled  from  official  sources,  and  the  high  diplomatic 
position  long  held  by  the  author  gave  him  an  insight  into  Japanese 
politics,  possessed  by  few  Europeans. 

"  He  marshals  his  facts  with  skill  and  judgment ;  and  he  writes  with  an 
elegance  worthy  of  a  very  skilled  craftsman  in  literary  work.  .  .  We  hope 
Mr.  Adams  will  not  keep  the  public  long  without  the  second  volume,  for  the 
appearance  of  which  all  who  read  the  first  will  anxiously  look." — Standard. 

"  As  a  diplomatic  study,  and  as  referring  to  a  deeply  interesting  episode  in 
contemporary-  history,  it  is  well  worth  reading.  The  information  it  contains  is 
trustworthy,  and  is  carefully  compiled,  and  the  style  is ,  all  that  can  be 
desired. " — Saturday  Review. 

"A  most  valuable  contribution  to  our  kncviedgc  of  an  interesting  people."— 
Examiner. 
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Adams  (W.  Davenport,  Junr.) 

LYRICS  OF  LOVE,  from  Shakspeare  to  Tennyson.  Selected 
and  arranged  by  W.  Davenport  Adams,  Junr.  Fcap.  8vo.,  cloth 
extra,  gilt  edges,  y.  6ii. 

The  present  work  differs  from  previous  collections  of  the  kind 
in  these  particulars  :  (i)  That  it  consists  entirely  of  short  lyric 
poems.  (2)  That  each  poem  exhibits  some  phase  of  the  tender 
passion,  and  (3)  That  it  includes  specimens  of  the  genius  of  the 
latest  as  well  as  of  the  earliest  writers. 

A.  K.  H.  B. 

A  SCOTCH  COMMUNION  SUNDAY,  to  which  are 
added  Cex-tam  Discourses  from  a  University  City.  By  the  Author 
of  "The  Recreations  of  a  Country  Parson."  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     5j-. 

A  book  of  Prayers  and  Sermons  on  the  office  of  Holy  Com- 
munion according  to  the  use  of  the  Scotch  Church. 

Amos  (Sheldon). 

THE  SCIENCE  OF  LAW.     Crown  8vo.     5^. 
Being  Vol.  X.  of  "  The  International  Scientific  Series." 
This  work  is  designed  not  only  for  those  who  are  making  law 
the  principal  part  of  their  studies,  but  also  for  the  instruction  of  all 
serious  students,  whether  of  the  physical  or  of  the  so-called  moral 
sciences. 

Anderson  (Rev.  Charles),  M.A. 

CHURCH  THOUGHT  AND  CHURCH  WORK. 

Edited  by  the  Rev.  Charles  Anderson,  M.  A. ,  Vicar  of  St.  John's, 
Limehouse.  Containing  ailicles  by  the  Revs.  J.  M.  Capes,  Pro- 
fessor Cheetham,  J.  LI.  Davis,  Harry  Jones,  Brooke,  Lambert,  A. 
J.  Ross,  the  Editor,  and  others.  Second  Edition.  Demy  Svo.  7^-.  6d. 
"  Mr.  Anderson  has  accomplished  his  task  well.  The  brief  papers  with  which 
his  book  is  filled  are  almost  of  necessity  sketchy,  but  they  are  none  the  less 
valuable  on  that  account.  Those  who  are  contending  with  practical  difficulties 
in  Church  work,  could  hardly  do  better  than  st^dy  Mr.  Anderson's  suggestions 
for  themselves."— ^A'^ifrt/'cr. 

WORDS  AND  WORKS   IN  A   LONDON    PARISH. 

Edited  by  the  Rev.    Charles  Anderson,  M.A.     Second  Edition. 
Demy  Svo.     6s. 

"  It'has  an  interest  of  its  own  for  not  a  few  minds,  to  whom  the  question  '  Is 
the  National  Church  worth  preserving  as  such,  and  if  so,  how  best  increase  its 
vital  power  ? '  is  of  deep  and  grave  importance."— ^S'/^r^'^A^r. 

THE  CURATE  OF  SHYRE.  By  the  Rev.  Charles  Ander- 
son, M.  A.,  Vicar  of  St.  John's,  Limehouse.  Editor  of  "  Church 
Thought  and  Church  Work,"  and  "  Words  and  Works  in  a  London 
Parish."     Demy  Svo.     Cloth,  Js.  6d. 

This  book  is  no  novel,  but  a  record  of  parish  reform,  with  its 
attendant  religious  and  social  problems. 

Anderson  (Colonel  R.  P.) 

VICTORIES  AND  DEFEATS.  An  Attempt  to  explain 
the  Causes  which  have  led  to  them.  An  Officer's  Manual.  Demy 
Svo.     14s. 


Henry  S.  King  e^'  Go's  Publications. 


The  object  of  the  work  is  to  provide  young  officers  with  a  certain 
number  of  military  facts,  and  to  draw  attention  to  the  precarious 
tenure  on  which  all  military  success  is  based. 

''  The  young  officer  should  have  it  always  at  hand  to  open  anywhere  and  read 
a  bit,  and  we  warrant  him  that  let  that  bit  be  ever  so  small  it  will  give  him 
material  for  an  hour's  thinking." — United  Service  Gazette. 

Anson  (Lieut. -Col.  The  Hon.  A.),  V.C,  M.P. 

THE  ABOLITION  OF  PURCHASE  AND  THE 
ARMY  REGULATION  BILL  OF  1871.     Crown  8vo.    \s. 

ARMY    RESERVES    AND    MILITIA     REFORMS. 

Crown  8vo.      is. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  SUPERSESSIONS.  Cr.  8vo.  (>d. 

The  above  works  are  of  permanent  interest  to  all  those  who 
wish  to  study  the  recent  changes  in,  and  the  present  constitution 
of,  the  British  army. 

ARMY  OF  THE  NORTH  GERMAN  CONFEDERATION. 

A  Brief  Description  of  its  Organization,  of  the  Different  Branches 
of  the  Service  and  their  role  in  War,  of  its  Mode  of  Fighting,  &c.  &c. 
Translated  from  the  Corrected  Edition,  by  permission  of  the  author, 
by  Colonel  Edward  Newdegate.     Demy  Svo.     5^-. 

"  At  the  present  moment,  when  the  events  of  1870-71  are  fresh  in 
our  memories,  it  is  natural  that  the  causes  which  have  led  to  the 
unprecedented  successes  of  German  arms  should  become  the  earnest 
study  of  military  men.  This  book  endeavours  to  seek  out  special 
points  which  have  contributed  to  them,  and  which  may  be  applied 
with  advantage  to  ourselves." — Preface. 

Ashantee  War  (The). 

A  Popular  Narrative,  By  the  Special  Correspondent  of  the 
"Daily  News."     Crown  8vo.     6j. 

This  account  of  the  Ashantee  War  does  not  pretend  to  the 
dignity  of  a  HISTORY,  but  attempts  to  provide  a  connected  narra- 
tive of  what  took  place,  with  descriptions  of  the  country  and  scenes 
passed  through.  Although  somewhat  late  in  appearing,  it  gains  in 
value  from  the  fact  that  official  documents  have  been  had  recourse 
to  in  solving  some  of  the  questions  which  ever)'  one  is  still  asking. 

"  Trustworthy  and  readable,  and  well  fitted  to  serve  its  purpose  as  a  popular 
narrative.  .  .  .  The  'Daily  News'  Correspondent  secures  interest  chiefly  bj- 
bringing  together  suggestive  incidents,  and  by  clearing  up  points  that  his  readers 
would  naturally  be  desirous  of  knowing." — Examiner. 

Ashton  (John). 

ROUGH  NOTES  OF  A  VISIT  TO  BELGIUM, 
SEDAN,  AND  PARIS,  in  September,  1870-71.  Crown  8vo. 
3J.  6d. 

This  is  a  simple  narrative  of  the  scenes  and  incidents  which 
came  under  the  author's  own  observation  on  his  visit  to  the  battle 
grounds  of  the  late  Continental  struggle, 

"  Po<«esses  a  certain  freshness  from  the  straightforward  simplicity  with  which 
it  is  written." — Graphic. 

"  An  interesting  work  by  a  highly  intelligeat  observer." — Standard. 


A  Descriptive  Catalogue  of 


Ashe  (T.) 

EDITH;    OR,   LOVE   AND   LIFE    IN    CHESHIRE. 

By  T.  Ashe,  Author  of  "  The  Sorrows  of  Hypsipyle,"  &c.  Sewed. 
(id. 

An  experiment  in  EngUsh  hexameters. 

"A  really  fine  poem,  full  of  tender,  subtle  touches  of  feeling." — MancJiestef 
News. 

"  Pregnant  from  beginning  to  end  with  the  results  of  careful  observation  and 
imaginative  -pow&r."— Chester  Chronicle. 

Author  of  "St.   Olave's,"  "When  I  was  a  Little 
Girl,"  &c. 

AUNT  MARY'S  BRAN  PIE.     Ilhistrated.     3.V.  6d. 
Being  one  of  Messrs.  Henry  S.  King  and  Co.'s  3^.  6(i.  Series  of 
Children's  Books. 

Bagehot  (Walter). 

PHYSICS  AND  POLITICS;  or,  Thoughts  on  the  Appli- 
cation of  the  Principles  of  "  Natural  Selection"  and  "Inheritance" 
to  Political  Society.     Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     4^-. 

Volume  II.  of  the  International  Scientific  Series. 

This  volume  professes  to  explain  what  has  seemed  to  the  author 
the  political  pre-requisites  of  progress.  This  is  done  the  rather 
because  the  subject  has  hitherto  been  insufficiently  examined,  so 
that  even  if  the  author's  views  are  found  to  be  faulty,  the  discussion 
upon  them  may  bring  out  others  which  are  truer  and  better. 

THE  ENGLISH  CONSTITUTION.  A  New  Edition, 
Revised  and  Corrected,  with  an  Introductoiy  Dissertation  on  Recent 
Changes  and  Events.     Crown  8vo.     "js.  6d. 

A  brief  but  exhaustive  treatise  on  the  English  Constitution  in 
actual  work  and  power.  The  introduction  to  this  Second  Edition 
is  an  important  and  lengthy  chapter  upon  some  of  those  political 
changes  which  have  recently  taken  place,  or  are  now  actually  in 
progress. 

•'  No  writer  before  him  had  set  out  so  clearly  what  the  efficient  part  of  the 
English  Constitution  really  is."— /"«//  Mall  Gazette. 

"  A  pleasing  and  clever  study  on  the  department  of  higher  politics." — 
Gtiardtan. 

LOMBARD     STREET.      A    Description    of   the    Money 

Market.     Crown  8vo.     Fifth  Edition,     "js.  6d. 

Mr.  Bagehot  maintains  in  this  treatise  that  the  Money  Market  is 
as  concrete  and  real  as  anything  else ;  he  therefore  has  put  a 
general  view  of  the  banking  system  of  England  into  the  simplest 
possible  language,  and  the  whole  book  is  thoroughly  within  the 
comprehension  of  every  educated  reader. 

"  Anybody  who  wishes  to  have  a  clear  idea  of  the  workings  of  what  is  called 
the  Money  Market  should  procure  a  little  volume  which  Mr.  Bagehot  has  just 
published,  and  he  will  there  find  the  whole  thing  in  a  nut-shell." — Saturday 
Kevieiv. 


Henry  S.  King  a--  Co.'s  Publications. 


Bain  (Alexander),  LL.D. 

MIND  AND  BODY.  The  Theories  of  their  Relation. 
Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     "^s. 

Volume  IV.  of  the  International  Scientific  Series. 

The  intention  of  this  book  is  "to  show  that  the  connection  of 
mind  and. body  is  not  occasional  or  partial,  but  thorough-going  and 
complete." 

Banks  (Mrs.  G.  Linnaeus). 

GOD'S  PROVIDENCE  HOUSE.     Crown  8vo.     3-r.  6/. 

One  of  the  volumes  of  the  Comhill  Library  of  Fiction. 

The  scene  of  this  story  is  laid  in  Chester,  and  most  of  its  events 
are  in  connection  with  the  well-known  house  in  that  town  which. 
bears  the  inscription  that  gives  the  title  to  this  book.  In  1652, 
when  the  plague  ravaged  the  city  of  Chester  and  death  and  deso- 
lation were  on  every  hand,  in  this  one  house  was  health.  To  mark 
his  gratitude,  the  o\vner  caused  the  inscription  referred  to  to  be 
carved  on  one  of  the  cross  beams  of  his  favoured  dwelling. 

"  Far  above  the  run  of  common  three-volume  novels,  evincing  much  literary' 
power  in  not  a  few  graphic  descriptions  of  manners  and  local  customs.  ...  A 
genuine  sketch." — Spectator. 

"  Possesses  the  merit  of  care,  industry,  and  local  knowledge." — AtfuncEum. 

"  Wonderfully  rejBiable.  The  style  is  verj'  simple  and  natural." — Morning 
Post. 

Baynes  (Rev.  Canon  R.  H.),  Editor  of  "  Lyra  Angli- 
cana,''  &c. 

HOME  SONGS  FOR  QUIET  HOURS.  Second  Edition. 
Fcap.  8vo.     Cloth  extra,  3^-.  6d. 

A  Collection  of  Hymns  and  Sacred  Songs  for  the  help  and  solace 
of  the  various  members  of  Christ's  Church  Militant  here  on  earth. 

'"A  tasteful  collection  of  devotional  poetry  of  a  very  high  standard  of  excel- 
lence. The  pieces  are  short,  mostly  original,  and  instinct,  for  the  most  part, 
with  the  most  ardent  spirit  of  devotion." — Standard. 

"These  are  poems  in  which  every  word  has  a  meaning,  and  from  which  it 
would  be  unjust  to  remove  a  stanza.  .  .  .  Some  of  the  best  pieces  in  the  book 
are  anonymous." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

%*   Tke  above  book  may  also  be  had  handsomely  bound  in  Morocco 
zvith  gilt  edges. 

Bennett  (Dr.  W.  C.) 

SONGS  FOR  SAILORS.  Dedicated  by  Special  Request 
to  H.  R.  H.  the  Duke  of  Edinburgh.  Cro^vn  8vo.  y.  6d.  With 
Steel  Portrait  and  Illustrations. 

An  Edition  in  Illustrated  Paper  Covers,  \s. 

Herein  is  used  the  ordinary  language  of  the  people,  since  the 
songs  are  intended  to  be  such  as  to  be  felt  and  sung  by  the  class  for 
which  they  are  written, 

"A  simple,  dashing,  musical  roll  and  movement,  that  remind  us  of  some  songs 
that  are  favourites  with  all  saiXon'."— Examiner. 

"  Dr.  Bennett  has  taken  up  the  mantle  of  Dibdin." — Graphic. 


A  Descriptive  Catalogue  of 


Bennie  (Rev.  Jas.  Noble),  M.A. 

THE  ETERNAL  LIFE.  Sermons  preached  during  the 
last  twelve  years.     Crown  8vo.     ds. 

"We  recommend  these  sermons  as  wholesome  Sunday  xt.z.^\x\g."  —EnglisJ: 
Chrircliiua7t. 

"  Mr.  Bennie  preaches  earnestly  and  well." — Literary  Churchinaii. 

Bernard  (Bayle). 

SAMUEL  LOVER,  THE  LIFE  AND  UNPUB- 
LISHED WORKS  OF.  In  2  vols.  Post  8vo.  With  a  Steel 
Portrait.     2\s. 

Samuel  Lover  was  at  once  Poet,  Novelist,  Dramatist,  Painter, 
Etcher,  and  Composer,  and  in  addition  to  the  story  of  his  life,  Mr. 
Bernard  has  here  presented  some  of  his  most  interesting  unpublished 
papers. 

Betham-Edwards  (Miss  M.) 

KITTY.     Crown  8vo.     With  a  Frontispiece.     3^.  dd. 
One  of  the  volumes  of  "  The  Cornhill  Library  of  Fiction." 
"  Lively  and  clever  ....  There  is  a  certain  dash  in  every  description  ;  the 
dialogue  is  bright  and  sparkling." — Aihe?iceit7}i. 
"  Very  pleasant  and  amusing." — Globe. 
"A  charming  x^oy^y—John  Bull. 

MADEMOISELLE  JOSEPHINE'S  FRIDAYS,  AND 
OTHER  STORIES.     Crown  8vo.     7^.  dd. 

Blanc  (Henry),  M.D. 

CHOLERA  :  HOW  TO  AVOID  AND  TREAT  IT. 

Popular  and  Practical  Notes.     Crown  8vo.     4^.  dd. 

The  author  refers  in  these  practical  notes  to  well-ascertained 
facts,  and  avoids  all  theories  and  hypotheses.  He  has  applied  to 
Indian  authors  for  most  of  the  facts  on  which  alone  a  knowledge  of 
cholera  can  be  based,  and  has  added  to  them  the  results  of  his  owm 
experience. 
'  "A  very  practical  manual,  based  on  experience  and  careful  observation,  full 

of  excellent  hints  on  a  most  dangerous  disease." — Standard. 

Blume  (Major  William). 

THE  OPERATIONS  OF  THE  GERMAN  ARMIES 
IN  FRANCE,  from  Sedan  to  the  end  of  the  war  of  1870-71. 
With  Map.  From  the  Journals  of  the  Head-quarters  Staff,  by 
Major  William  Blume.  Transl.  by  the  late  E.  M.  Jones,  Maj.  20th 
Foot,  Prof,  of  Mil.  Hist.,  Sandhurst.     Demy  8vo.     9^-. 

The  purpose  of  this  work  is  to  give  a  sketch  of  the  events  of  the 
late  war  before  Sedan,  correct  in  all  material  points.  The  transla- 
tion is  a  literal  one,  each  narrative  requiring  as  nearly  as  possible 
the  ipsissivia  verba. 

"  The  work  of  Major  von  Blume  in  its  English  dress  forms  the  most  valuable 
addition  to  our  stock  of  works  upon  the  war  that  our  press  has  put  forth.  Our 
.space  forbids  cur  doing  more  than  commending  it  earnestly  as  the  most  au- 
thentic and  instructive  narrative  of  the  second  section  of  the  war  that  has  yet 
appeared." — Sattirday  R evieiv. 


He)i7-y  S.  King  6^  Co.'s  Publications. 


Boguslawski  (Captain  A.  von). 

TACTICAL  DEDUCTIONS  FROM  THE  WAR  OF 
1870-71.  Translated  by  Colonel  Lumley  Graham,  late  i8th  (Royal 
Irish)  Regiment.  Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Corrected.  Demy 
8vo.     1$. 

Forming  a  volume  of  Henry  S.  King  and  Co.'s  Series  of  Mili- 
tary Works. 

The  principal  task  here  undertaken  is  to  describe  the  pecu- 
liarities to  be  noticed  in  the  late  battles,  and  hence  to  draw  con- 
clusions for  the  tactics  of  the  present  day. 

"We  must,  without  delay,  impress  brain  and  forethought  into  the  Britisli 
Service  ;  and  we  cannot  commence  the  good  work  too  soon,  or  better,  than  by 
placing  the  two  books  ('The  Operations  of  the  German  Armies  '  and  'Tactical 
Deductions ')  we  have  here  criticised  in  ever>'  military  library,  and  introducing 
them  as  class-books  in  every  tactical  school."— United  Service  Gazette. 

Bonwick  (James). 

THE  TASMANIAN  LILY.  Cro^^^l  8vo.  With  Frontis- 
piece,    ^s. 

Believing  that  emigration  to  Australia,  and  especially  to 
Tasmania  would  suit  the  pocket,  tastes,  and  health  of  many  in 
England,  the  writer  has  sought  to  picture  simply  but  fairly  in  this 
tale  the  condition  of  colonial  life. 

"  An  interesting  and  useful  work.."— Hour. 
[^  "  The  characters  of  the  story  are  capitally  conceived,  and  are  full  of  those 

touches  which  give  them  a  natural  appearance." — Public  Oj>iuion. 

MIKE  HOWE,  THE  BUSHRANGER  OF  VAN 
DIEMEN'S  LAND.     Crown  8vo.     With  a  frontispiece,     ^s. 

This  story,  although  a  work  of  fiction,  is  a  narrative  of  facts  as 
to  the  leading  incidents  of  the  Bushranger's  career.  The  tale  may 
therefore  be  regarded  as  a  contribution  to  Colonial  Literature. 

"  He  illustrates  the  career  of  the  bushranger  half  a  century  ago  ;  and  this  he 
does  in  a  highly  creditable  manner  ;  his  delineations  of  life  in  the  bush  are,  to 
saj'  the  least,  exqni€ite,  and  his  representations  of  character  are  very  marked." 
— Ediiiijirgh  Couratit. 

Boswell  (R.  B.),  M.A.,  Oxon. 

METRICAL  TRANSLATIONS  FROM  THE  GREEK 
AND  LATIN  POETS,  and  other  Poems.     Crown  8vo.     5^. 

This  book  includes  translations  from  Homer,  Lucretius,  and 
other  Greek  and  Latin  poets,  in  some  cases  as  nearly  as  possible  in 
the  metre  of  the  original. 

"  Most  of  these  translations  we  can  praise  as  of  very  high  merit.  .  .  .  For 
sweetness  and  regularity,  his  verses  are  pre-eminent."    Literary  Churchman. 

"Mr.  Boswell  has  a  strong  poetical  vein  in  his  nature,  and  gives  us  every 
promise  of  success  as  an  original  poet." — Standard. 


8  A  Descriptive  Catalogue  of 


Bothmer  (Countess  von). 

CRUEL  AS  THE  GRAVE.     A  Novel.     3  vols. 

"  yealoiisy  is  cruel  as  the  Graved 
"  Interesting,  though  somewhat  tragic."—^  tJiencpmn. 
"  Agreeable,  unafFected,  and  eminently  readable."— Z>rt27jK  iVt-wi-. 

Bowring  (L.),  C.S.I.,  Lord  Canning's  Private  Secretary, 

and  for  manj'  years  Chief  Commissioner  of  Mysore  and  Coorg. 

EASTERN  EXPERIENCES.  Illustrated  with  Maps  and 
Diagrams.     Demy  8vo.     i6s. 

The  sketches  contained  in  this  volume  are  based  upon  Notes 
made  during  the  course  of  several  tours  through  the  provinces  of 
Mysore  and  Coorg.  Information  has  been  added  from  published 
official  reports  and  such  other  sources  as  could  be  comprised 
within  moderate  limits. 

"  An  admirable  and  exhaustive  geographical,  political,  and  industrial  survey." 
Athetuzum. 

"  Interesting  even  to  the  general  reader,  but  especially  so  to  those  who  maj' 
have  a  special  concern  in  that  p6rtion  of  our  Indian  Empire."— P^s/. 

"  This  compact  and  methodical  summary  of  the  most  authentic  information 
relating  to  countries  whose  welfare  is  intimately  connected  with  our  own." — 
Daily  News. 

BRAVE  MEN'S  FOOTSTEPS.  By  the  Editor  of  "Men 
who  have  Risen. "  A  Book  of  Example  and  Anecdote  for  Young 
People.  With  Four  Illustrations  by  C.  Doyle.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     y.  6d. 

The  lives  have  been  chosen  to  represent  marked  varieties  of 
character  and  their  operation  under  different  forms  of  effort.  Success 
is  here  viewed  in  no  narrov,-  or  merely  commercial  sense. 

"A  readable  and  instructive  volume." — Examiner. 

"  The  little  volume  is  precisely  of  the  stamp  to  win  the  favour  of  those  who, 
in  choosing  a  gift  for  a  boy,  would  consult  his  moral  development  as  well  as  his 
temporary  pleasure." — Daily  Telegraph. 

Brialmont  (Colonel  A.) 

HASTY  INTRENCHMENTS.  Translated  by  Lieut. 
Charles  A.  Empson,  R.  A.     With  nine  Plates.     Demy  8vo.     6s. 

"A  valuable  contribution  to  military  literature." — Athcjuemn. 

"  In  seven  short  chapters  it  gives  plain  directions  for  forming  shelter-trenches, 
with  the  best  method  of  carrj'ing  the  necessary  tools,  and  it  offers  practical  illus- 
trations of  the  use  of  hasty  intrenchments  on  the  field  of  battle."- — United 
Service  Magazine. 

"  It  supplies  that  which  our  own  text-books  give  but  imperfectly,  viz.,  hints 
as  to  how  a  position  can  best  be  strengthened  by  means  ...  of  such  extem- 
porised intrenchments  and  batteries  as  can  be  thrown  up  by  infantry  in  the 
space  of  four  or  five  hours  .  .  .  deserves  to  become  a  standard  military  work." 
Siafidard, 
BRIEFS  AND  PAPERS.  Being  Sketches  of  the  Bar  and  the 
Press.     By  Two  Idle  Apprentices.     Crown  8vo.     "js.  6d. 

"Written  with  spirit  and  knowledge,  and  give  some  curious  glimp.ses  into 
what  the  majority  will  regard  as  strange  and  unknown  territories."— Daily 
News. 

"This  is  one  of  the  best  books  to  while  away  an  hour  and  cause  a  generous 
laugh  that  we  have  come  across  for  a  long  t\Tae."—j^o/in  Bull. 


Henry  S.  King  &=  Co.'s  Publications. 


Brooke  (Rev.   Stopford  A.),  M.A.,  Chaplain  in  Ordi- 

nan'  to  Her  Majesty  the  Queen. 

THE  LATE  REV.  F.  W.  ROBERTSON,  M.A.,  LIFE 
AND  LETTERS  OF.         Edited  by  Stopford  Brooke,  M.  A. 

I.  In  2  vols.,  uniform  with  the  Sermons.     With  a  Steel  Portrait. 

II.  Library  Edition,  in  demy  Svo.     With  Two  Steel   Portraits. 

\2S. 

III.  A  Popular  Edition,  in  I  vol.     6s. 

THEOLOGY  IN  THE  ENGLISH  POETS.— Cowper, 

Coleridge,  Wordsvv-ortji,  and  Burns.  Second  Edition.  Post 
Svo.     9J-. 

An  experiment  designed  to  bring  the  pulpit  on  Sunday  to  bear 
on  subjects  other  than  those  commonly  called  religious,  and  to  rub 
out  the  sharp  lines  drawn  by  the  false  distinction  between  Sacred 
and  Profane. 

"Apart  from  its  literary  merits,  the  book  may  be  said  to  possess  an  indepen- 
dent value,  as  tending  to  familiarise  a  certain  section  of  the  English  public  with 
more  enlightened  \'iews  of  theology-." — AtJieriainn. 

"...  An  admirable  example  of  interpretative  criticism  .  .  .  clear, 
adequate,  eloquent,  fresh,  suggestive,  stimulating,  and  we  cordially  recom- 
mend it." — No^tconforinist. 

CHRIST  IN  MODERN  LIFE.  Sermons  Preached  in 
St.  James's  Chapel,  York  Street,  London.  Eighth  Edition.  Crowai 
Svo.     7x.  dd. 

The  main  thought  of  this  volume  is  that  the  ideas  which  Christ 
made  manifest  on  earth  are  capable  of  endless  expansion  to  suit  the 
wants  of  men  in  every  age,  and  that  they  do  expand,  developing  into 
new  forms  of  larger  import  and  wider  application. 

"  Nobly  fearless,  and  singularly  strong  .  .  .  carries  our  admiration  through- 
out."— British  Quarterly  Eez'iezv. 

FREEDOM    IN    THE    CHURCH    OF    ENGLAND. 

Six  Sermons  suggested  by  the  Yoysey  Judgment.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

"  A  very  fair  statement  of  the  views  in  respect  to  freedom  of  thought  held  b^' 
the  liberal  party  in  the  Church  of  ^nglsind."— Blackwood's  Magazine. 

"Interesting  and  readable,  and  characterised  by  great  clearness  of  thought, 
frankness  of  statement,  and  moderation  of  tone." — Church  Opinion. 

SERMONS  Preached  in  St.  James's  Chapel,  York  Street, 
London.     Seventh  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

"■  No  one  who  reads  these  sermons  will  wonder  that  Mr.  Brooke  is  a  great 
power  in  London,  that  his  chapel  is  thronged,  and  his  followers  large  and 
enthusiastic.  They  are  fiery,  energetic,  impetuous  sermons,  nch  with  the  trea- 
sures of  a  cultivated  imagination." — Gziardian. 

FREDERICK  DENISON  MAURICE  :  the  Life  and 
Work  of.     A  Memorial  Sermon.     Cro\vn  Svo,  sewed.     \s. 
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Brooke  (W.  G.),  M.A.,  Barrister-at-Law,  Author  of  "Six 
Privy  Council  Judgments,"  &c. 

THE     PUBLIC    WORSHIP    REGULATION    ACT. 

With  a  Classified  Statement  of  its  Provisions,  Notes,  and  Index. 

The  present  volume  is  not  meant  as  a  technical  but  as  a  popular 
treatise,  the  object  in  view  being  to  render  the  Act  intelligible  to 
the  non-professional  reader. 

SIX  PRIVY  COUNCIL  JUDGMENTS  — 1850-1872. 
Annotated  by  W.  G.  Brooke,  M.A,,  Barrister-at-Law.  Third 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     ()s. 

A  few  of  the  more  important  of  the  ecclesiastical  causes  heard 
since  the  year  1850  before  the  Judicial  Committee  of  the  Privy 
Council. 

"  The  volume  is  a  valuable  record  of  cases  forming  precedents  for  the  future." 
— A  tJienceiim. 

"  A  very  timely  and  important  publication.  It  brings  into  one  view  the  great 
judgments  of  the  last  twenty  years,  which  will  constitute  the  unwritten  law  of 
the  English  Establishment." — British  Quarterly  Review. 

Brown  (Rev.  J.    Baldwin),   B.A.,   Author  of  "First 

Principles  of  Ecclesiastical  Truth,"  &c. 

THE  HIGHER  LIFE.  Its  Reality,  Experience,  and 
Destiny.     Crown  Svo.     7^-.  6d. 

This  book  is  sent  forth  in  the  hope  that  it  may  help  some,  espe- 
cially among  the  young,  to  hold  fast  their  faith  in  the  great  facts 
and  truths  which  alone  make  this  life  of  ours  worth  living  at  all. 
The  earlier  chapters  glance  at  some  of  the  recent  speculations  of 
science. 

"Very  clearly  and  eloquently  set  forth." — Standard. 

"  Mr.  Baldwin  Brown's  writings  are  full  of  thought,  beauty,  and  power,  and 
repay  the  careful  study,  not  only  of  those  who  have  a  pe}iclia?tt  for  theological 
reading,  but  of  all  intelligent  persons.  We  have  felt  this  more  than  ever  whilst 
perusing  this  noble  volume." — Baptist. 

Browne  (Rev.  Marmaduke  E.) 

UNTIL    THE    DAY    DAWN.      Four    Advent    Lectures 
delivered  in  the  Episcopal  Chapel,  Milverton,  Warwickshire,  on 
the  Sunday  evenings  during  Advent,  1870.     Crown  Svo.     is.  6d. 
"  Four  really  original  and  stirring  sermons." — yolm  Bull. 

Bryant  (William  Cullen). 

POEMS.     Red-line  Edition.    Handsomely  bound.  With  Illus- 
trations and  Portrait  of  the  Author.     7^.  (>d.     A  Cheaper  Edition, 
with  Frontispiece,  is  also  published.     3^.  dd. 
These  are  the  only  complete  English  Editions  sanctioned  by  the  Authoi'. 

This  Edition  contains  several  of  the  Author's  Poems  which  have 
not  appeared  in  any  previous  Collection. 

"  Of  all  the  poets  of  the  United  States  there  is  no  one  who  obtained  the  fame 
and  position  of  a  classic  earlier,  or  has  kept  them  longer,  than  William  Cullen 
Bryant.  — A  cademy. 

"  We  are  glad  to  possess  so  neat  and  elegant  an  edition  of  the  works  of  the 
most  thoughtful,  graceful,  and  Wordsworthian  of  American  poet-." — British 
Quarterly  Review. 
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Buchanan  (Robert). 

POETICAL  WORKS.  Collected  Edition,  in  3  Vols.,  price 
ds.  each.  Vol.  I.  contains  : — "  Ballads  and  Romances  ;"  "  Ballads 
and  Poems  of  Life,"  and  a  Portrait  of  the  Author. 

Vol.  II. — "Ballads  and  Poems  of  Life;"  "Allegories  and 
Sonnets.'' 

Vol.  III.—''  Cruiskeen  Sonnets  ;"  "  Book  of  Orm  ;"  "  Political 
Mystics." 

In  the  present  Collected  Edition  Avill  be  fomid,  more  or  less 
revised,  all  the  author's  poetical  writings,  with  the  exception  of 
some  of  which  his  maturer  judgment  does  not  approve,  and  with 
the  addition  of  many  which  are  now  either  printed  or  collected  for 
the  first  time. 

"  Taking  the  poems  before  us  as  experiments,  we  hold  that  they  are  verj'  full 
of  promise.  .  .  .  In  the  romantic  ballad,  Mr.  Buchanan  shows  real  power."- 
Hcnir. 

"  If  Mr.  Buchanan  were  an  unknown  poet,  this  volume  would  be  amply  suffi- 
cient to  establish  his  reputation  among  all  lovers  of  true  poetry." — Liverpool 
A  Ibion. 

"We  can  conscientiously  recommend  thLs  collected  edition  to  ever>- admirer 
of  Mr.  Buchanan's  poetry-." — Glasgow  Ne7vs. 

MASTER-SPIRITS.     Post  8vo.     10s.  6d. 

"Good  books  are  the  precious  life-blood  of  Master- .Spirits." — 
Milto}/. 

"  Full  of  fresh  and  vigorous  writing,  such  as  can  only  be  produced  by  a  man 
of  keen  and  independent  intellect." — Saturday  Review. 

"Written  with  a  beauty  of  language  and  a  spirit  of  vigorous  enthusiasm  rare 
even  in  our  best  li\4ng  word-painters." — Standard. 

''  A  ver\'  pleasant  and  readable  book." — Examiner. 

"  Mr.  Buchanan  is  a  WTiter  whose  books  the  critics  may  always  open  with 
satisfaction    .    .    .  both  manly  and  artistic." — Hour. 

Bulkeley  (Rev.  Henry  J.) 

WALLED  IN,  and  other  Poems.     Crown  8vo.     5.?. 

'■  A  remarkable  book  of  genuine  poetry." — Ez'enifig  Standard. 
'•  Genuine  power  displayed." — Examiner. 

"  Poetical  feeUng  is  manifest  here,  and  the  diction  of  the  poem  is  unimpeach- 
able."- Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Bunnett  (F.  E.) 

LEONORA  CHRISTINA,  MEMOIRS  OF,  Da«ghter  of 
Christian  IV.  of  Denmark  ;  Written  during  her  Imprisonment  in 
the  Blue  Tower  of  the  Royal  Palace  at  Copenhagen,  1 663- 1685. 
Translated  by  F.  E.  Bunnett.  With  an  Autotype  Portrait  of  the 
Princess.     Medium  8vo.     izs.  6d. 

The  stor\-  of  a  King's  Daughter  who  had  to  suffer  alone  and 
innocently  for  her  husband's  crimes,  in  which  she  had  no  part,  and 
who  endured  persecution  because  she  would  not  forsake  him  in  his 
mi.sfortune. 
"A  valuable  addition  to  the  tragic  romance  of  history." — Spectator. 
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Bunnett  (F.  E.) 

LINKED  AT  LAST,     i  vol.     Crown  8vo. 

"  The  reader  who  once  takes  it  up  will  not  be  inclined  to  relinquish  it  without 
concluding  the  volume." — Morning  Post. 
"  A  very  charming  story." — John  Bull. 

JOHANNES  OLAF.     By  E.  de  Wille.     3  vols. 

"The  art  of  description  is  fully  exhibited;  perception  of  character  and 
capacity  for  delineating  it  are  obvious  ;  while  there  is  great  breadth  and  com- 
prehensiveness in  the  plan  of  the  story." — Morning  Post. 

Butler  (Josephine  E.) 

JOHN  GREY  (of  Dilston):  MEMOIRS.  By  his  Daughter, 
Josephine  E.  Butler.  New  and  Cheaper  Edition.  Crown  8vo. 
2s.  6d. 

The  life  of  a  true  English  gentleman,  through  whose  moral, 
social,  and  professional  influence  the  North  of  England  was  espe- 
cially benefited,  and  whose  character  and  life  have  proved  to  be  a 
power  for  good  in  his  country,  far  beyond  the  immediate  circle 
of  those  who  were  immediately  acquainted  with  him. 

"  It  is  not  a  mere  story  of  success  or  genius,  as  far  removed  as  a  fairy  tale 
from  the  experience  and  imitation  of  ordinary  people  ;  but  it  is,  if  we  only  allow 
it  to  be  so,  an  incentive  and  exemplar  to  all  of  us.  .  .  .  Something  we  must 
say  of  the  skilful  and  temperate  execution  of  the  memoir  itself ;  it  is  impossible 
to  read  it  without  feeling  that  Mrs.  Butler  is  her  father's  daughter,  and  without 
wishing  that  she  had  given  us  two  volumes  instead  of  one." — From  a  five- 
coin /nn  notice  o/"  The  Times  "  on  the  First  Edition, 

Camden  (Charles). 

HOITY,  TOITY,  THE    GOOD   LITTLE  FELLOW. 

With  Eleven  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.     3^.  6d. 

"  Relates  very  pleasantly  the  history  of  a  charming  little  fellow  who  meddles 
always  with  a  kindly  disposition  with  other  people's  affairs,  and  helps  them  to 
do  right.  There  are  many  shrewd  lessons  to  be  picked  up  in  this  clever  little 
story." — Ptiblic  Oj>inion. 

THE  TRAVELLING  MENAGERIE.  By  Charles 
Camden,  Author  of  "  Hoity  Toity."  With  Ten  Illustrations  by 
J.  Mahoney.     Crown  8vo.     3^-.  6d. 

' '  A  capital  little  book  ....  deserves  a  wide  circulation  among  our  boys  and 
girls." — Hour. 

"A  very  attractive  story." — Public  Opinion. 

Carlisle  (A.  D.),  B.A.,  Trin.  Coll.,  Camb. 

ROUND  THE  WORLD  IN  1870.  A  Volume  of  Travels, 
with  Maps.     Demy  8vo.     \^s. 

This  narrative  of  a  tour  round  the  world  is  intended  to  be  an 
easy,  truthful,  and  interesting  account  of  the  men  and  manners,  of 
the  various  objects  of  interest,  natural  and  artificial,  seen  in  the 
different  countries  visited.  The  entire  tour  occupied  thirteen 
months. 

"We  can  only  commend,  which  we  do  very  heartily,  an  eminently  sensible 
and  readable  \KXi\i.'' —British  Quarterly  Review. 

"  Mr.  Carlisle's  account  of  his  little  outing  is  exhilarating  and  charming." — 
spectator. 

"  Rarely  have  we  read  a  more  graphic  description  of  the  countries  named, 
India,  China,  Japan,  California,  and  South  America  ....  The  chapters  about 
Japan  are  especially  replete  with  information." — yokn  Bull, 
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Carne  (Miss  E.  T.) 

THE  REALM   OF  TRUTH.     Crown  8vo.     5^-.  6d. 

The  leading  idea  of  this  book  is  that  truth  is  that  which  exists 
by  its  own  inherent  nature,  and  that  our  reception  of  it  should  l)e 
less  as  something  to  see  and  know  than  as  something  to  be, 

"  A  singularly  calm,  thoughtful,  and  philosophical  inquiry  into  what  Truth  is, 
and  what  its  authority." — Leeds  Mercury. 

"  It  tells  the  world  what  it  does  not  like  to  hear,  but  what  it  cannot  be  told 
too  often,  that  Truth  is  something  stronger  and  more  enduring  than  our  little 
doings,  and  speakings,  and  actings."— ZiVtz-trry  Ckiirchmaii. 

Carpenter  (E.) 

NARCISSUS  AND  OTHER  POEMS.     Fcap.  8vo.     5^. 

"  In  many  of  these  poems  there  is  a  force  of  fancy,  a  grandeur  of  imagination, 
and  a  power  of  poetical  utterance  not  by  any  means  common  in  these  days." — 
Standard. 

Carpenter  (W.  B.),  LL.D.,  M.D.,  F.  R.  S.,  &c. 

THE    PRINCIPLES   OF  MENTAL  PHYSIOLOGY. 

With  their  Applications  to  the  Training  and  Discipline  of  the  Mind, 
and  the  Study  of  its  Morbid  Conditions.     8vo.     Illustrated,     lis. 

A  contribution  to  the  science  of  human  nature  amply  designed  ta 
supplement  exi.sting  systems  of  physiology  and  metaphysics,  by 
dealing  with  a  group  of  subjects  which,  occupying  the  border- 
ground  between  the  two,  have  been  almost  entirely  neglected  in 
both. 

'•  .  .  .  .  We  have  not  dealt  with  the  two  main  views  elaborate:!  in  this  valu- 
able book,  from  the  first  of  which,  together  with  the  inferences  which  Dr.  Car- 
penter draws  as  to  the  sources  of  our  knowledge  of  necessary  truth,  we  mainly 
dissent,  but  with  the  latter  of  which  we  cordially  agree.  Let  us  add  that  nothing 
we  have  said,  or  in  any  limited  space  could  say,  would  give  an  adequate  • 
conception  of  the  \  aluable  and  curious  collection  of  facts  bearing  on  morbid 
mental  conditions,  the  learned  physiological  exposition,  and  the  treasure-house 
of  useful  hints  for  mental  training  which  make  this  large  and  yet  very  amusing, 
as  well  as  instructive  book,  an  encyclopaedia  of  well-classified  and  often  very- 
startling  psychological  experiences." — Spectator. 

Carr  (Lisle). 

JUDITH  GWYNNE.  In  3  vols.  Crown  8vo.  cloth.  Se- 
cond Edition. 

"  Mr.  Carr's  novel  is  certainly  amusing  ....  There  is  much  variety,  and 
the  dialogue  and  incident  never  flag  to  the  'ri.m.%\i.."—AtheneEU)n. 

Christopherson    (The    late    Rev.    Henry),    M.A., 

Assistant  Minister  at  Trinity  Church,  Brighton. 

SERMONS.  Crown  8vo.  cloth,  price  ^js.  6d.  With  an  Intro- 
duction by  John  Rae,  LL.D.,  F.S.  A. 

"  These  .sermons  are  marked  by  a  vigour  of  composition  and  re- 
finement of  diction,  a  closeness  of  reasoning  and  a  wealth  of  Biblical 
illustration  not  frequently  to  be  found  in  the  pulpit  discourses  of  the 
present  day." — Introduction. 
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Clayton  (Cecil). 

EFFIE'S  GAME;  HOW  SHE  LOST  AND  HOW 
SHE  WON.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo. 

"Well  written.  The  characters  move,  and  act,  and,  above  all,  talk  like 
human  beings,  and  we  have  liked  reading  about  them."-  Spectator. 

Clerk   (Mrs.   Godfrey),' Author  of '' The  Antipodes  and 

^  Round  the  World." 

'ILAM  EN  NAS.  Historical  Tales  and  Anecdotes  of  the 
Times  of  the  Early  Khalifahs.  Translated  from  the  Arabic  Origi- 
nals. Illustrated  with  Historical  and  Explanatory  Notes.  Crown 
8vo.     'js. 

"Those  who  like  stories  full  of  the  genuine  colour  and  fragrance  of  the  East 
.should  by  all  means  read  Mrs.  Godfrey  Clerk's  volume." — Spectator. 

"As  full  of  valuable  information  as  it  is  of  amusing  incident." — Evctiiiis 
Standard. 

Coleridge  (Sara). 

PRETTY  LESSONS  IN  VERSE  FOR  GOOD 
CHILDREN,  with  some  Lessons  in  Latin,  in  Easy  Rhyme.  A 
new  Edition. 

PHANTASM  I  ON.  A  Fairy  Romance.  With  an  Introduc- 
tory Preface  by  the  Right  Hon.  Lord  Coleridge  of  Ottery  S.  Mary. 
A  new__edition.     In  i  vol.     Crown  8vo.     "js.  6d. 

This  book,  of  which  the  first  edition  was  limited  to  250  copies, 
was  long  out  of  print,  and  as  now  revived  appeals  to  a  larger 
audience  and  a  new  generation.  They  will  find  in  this  delicate 
imagination,  melody  of  verse,  clear  and  picturesque  language,  and 
virginal  purity  of  conception. 

"The  readers  of  this  fairy  tale  will  find  themselves  dwelling  for  a  time  in  a 
veritable  region  of  romance,  breathing  an  atmosphere  of  unreality,  and  sur- 
rounded by  supernatural  beings." — Morning  Post. 

"This  delightful  work  ....  We  would  gladly  have  read  It  were  it  twice  the 
length,  closing  the  book  with  a  feeling  of  regret  that  the  repast  was  at  an  end." 
—  Va7iity  Fair. 

"  A  beautiful  conception  of  a  rarely  gifted  mind."—  Examiner. 

MEMOIR  AND  LETTERS  OF  SARA  COLERIDGE. 

Edited  by  her  Daughter.     Third  Edition,  Revised  and  Corrected. 
With  Index.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo.     With  Two  Portraits.     24.?. 

A  New  and  Cheaper  Edition  is  also  published.     W^itli 

one  Portrait.     7^.  dd, 

"  Sara  Coleridge,  as  she  is  revealed,  or  rather  reveals  herself,  in  the  corre- 
spondence, makes  a  brilliant  addition  to  a  brilliant  family  reputation."— .S"*?/;/;-- 
day  Review.  .  .  ,     r  •  ,  , 

"  These  charming  volumes  are  attractive  as  a  memorial  of  a  most  .nmi.ible 
woman  of  high  intellectual  vn-axV:'—Athencfnm. 
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Collins  (Mortimer). 

THE  PRINCESS  CLARICE.     A  Story  of  1871.     2  vols. 

"  Mr.  Collins  has  produced  a  readable  book,  amusingly  characteristic." — 
AthentEJnn. 

"'A  bright,  fresh,  aad  original  hook."—  S  in  >ui<2rd. 

SQUIRE  SILCHESTER'S  WHIM.  By  Mortimer  Col- 
lins, Author  of  "  Marquis  and  Merchant,"  &c.     3  vols. 

"  We  think  it  the  best  (story)  Mr.  Collins  has  yet  written.  Full  of  incident 
and  adventure." — Pa//  Mall  Gazette. 

"  So  clever,  so  irritating,  and  so  charming  a  story." — Standard. 

MIRANDA.     A  Midsummer  Madness.     3  vols. 

*'  Not  a  dull  page  in  the  whole  three  volumes." — Standard. 

"  The  work  of  a  man  who  is  at  once  a  thinker  and  a  poet." — Hour. 

THE  INN  OF  STRANGE  MEETINGS,  AND 
OTHER  POEMS.     Crown  8vo.     5^. 

"  Abounding  in  quiet  humour,  in  bright  fancy,  in  sweetness  and  melody  of 
expression,  and,  at  times,  in  the  tenderest  touches  of  pathos." — Graphic. 

"Mr.  Collins  has  an  undercurrent  of  chivalry  and  romance  beneath  the 
trifling  vein  of  good-humoured  banter,  which  is  the  special  characteristic  of  his 
verse.  "—A  tJiemEunt. 

THE  SECRET  OF  LONG  LIFE.  Dedicated  by  .special  per- 
mission to  Lord  St.  Leonard's.  Fourth  Edition.  Large  crown  8vo.  5-v. 

"  A  charming  little  volume."— T'zw^j. 

"  A  very  pleasant  little  book,  cheerful,  genial,  scholarly." — Spectator. 

"  Entitled  to  the  warmest  admiration." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Collins  (Rev.  Richard),  M.A. 

MISSIONARY     ENTERPRISE      IN     THE     EAST. 

With  special  reference  to  the  Syrian  Christians  of  Malabar,  and  the 
results  of  modem  missions.  With  Four  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo.  ()s. 
In  addition  to  an  interesting  account  of  missionary  labour  in 
Eastern  lands,  this  book  contains  some  valuable  meteorological 
notes  and  observations. 

"  It  is  a  real  pleasure  to  read  an  honest  book  on  Missionary  work,  every 
word  of  which  shows  the  writer  to  be  a  man  of  large  heart,  farseeing  views, 
and  liberal  cultivation,  and  such  a  book  we  have  now  before  us." — Mission 
Life. 

"  We  may  judge  from  our  own  experience,  no  one  who  takes  up  this  charming 
little  volume  will  lay  it  down  again  till  he  has  got  to  the  last  word."— ^o/m  Bull. 

Conway  (Moncure  D.) 

REPUBLICAN  SUPERSTITIONS.  Illustrated  by  the 
Political  History  of  the  United  States.  Including  a  Correspond- 
ence with  M.  Louis  Blanc.     Crown  Svo.     ^s. 

"  A  very  able  exposure  of  the  most  plausible  fallacies  of  Republicanism,  by  a 
writer  of  remarkable  vigour  and  purity  of  style." — Standard. 

"  Mr.  Conway  writes  with  ardent  sincerity.  He  gives  us  some  good  anecdotes, 
and  he  is  occasionally  almost  eloquent." — Guardian. 
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Conyers  (Ansley). 

CHESTERLEIGH.     3  vols.     Crown  8vo.     3U.  dd. 
"We  have  gained  much  enjoyment  from  the  book." — Spectator, 

Cooke,  Professor  Josiah  P.  (of  the  Harvard  Uni- 
versity. 

THE  NE^A/■  CHEMISTRY.  Second  Edition.  With 
Thirty-one  Illustrations.     5^-. 

Vol.  XIII.  of  the  International  Scientific  Series, 

Cooper  (T.  T.) 

THE  MISHMEE  HILLS  :  an  Account  of  a  Journey  made 
in  an  Attempt  to  Penetrate  Thibet  from  Assam,  to  open  New- 
Routes  for  Commerce.  Second  Edition.  With  Four  Illustrations 
and  Map.     Demy  8vo.     \os.  bd. 

A  journey  through  the  empire  of  China  from  east  to  west,, 
traversing  the  almost  hnpassable  snowy  ranges  of  Eastern  Thibet, 
and  running  the  gauntlet  among  the  nomad  Mongol  banditti  in- 
festing the  valleys  of  this  wild  frontier  region,  to  the  town  of 
Bathang,  200  miles  from  the  frontiers  of  northern  Assam. 

"The  volume,  which  will  be  of  great  use  in  India  and  among  Indian  mer- 
chants here,  contains  a  good  deal  of  matter  that  will  interest  ordinary  readers. 
It  is  especially  rich  in  sporting  incidents. "—6' jf^w^ar^. 

COSMOS.     A  Poem.     Fcap.  8vo.     3^-.  6d, 

Subject. — Nature  in  the  Past  and  in  the  Present— Man  in  the 
Past  and  in  the  Present — The  Future. 

Calderon. 

CALDERON'S  DRAMAS:  The  Wonder- Working  Magi- 
cian— Life  is  a  Dream — The  Purgatory  of  Saint  Patrick.  Trans- 
lated by  Denis  Florence  MacCarthy.     Post  8vo.     loj-. 

In  this  translation  all  the  forms  of  verse  have  been  preserved, 
while  the  closeness  of  the  translation  may  be  inferred  from  the  fact 
that  not  only  the  whole  play,  but  every  speech  and  fragment  of  a 
speech  are  represented  in  English  in  the  exact  number  of  lines  of 
the  original,  without  the  sacrifice,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  of  one  impor- 
tant idea. 
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Cornhill  Library  of  Fiction,  The. 

is.  6d.  per  Volume. 
It  is  intended  in  this  Series  to  produce  books  of  such  merit  that 
readers  will  care  to  preserve  them  on  their  shelves.     They  are  well 
printed  on  good  paper,  handsomely  bound,  with  a  Frontispiece,  and 
are  sold  at  the  moderate  price  of  3^.  6d.  each. 

HALF-A-DOZEN    DAUGHTERS.     By  J.  Masterman. 

"  A  charming  little  story." — Sattcrday  Rez'ieuj. 

"  Unusually  bright  and  attractive." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

THE  HOUSE  OF  RABY.     By  Mrs.  G.  Hooper. 

"A  work  of  singular  truthfulness,  originality,  and  power." — Morning  Post. 

"  Exxeedingly  well  written." — Exntui»er. 

"  A  well-told  and  interesting  story." — Academy. 

A  FIGHT  FOR  LIFE.     By  Moy  Thomas. 
"An  unquestionable  success." — Daily  A^ews. 

"  Of  the  vigour,  the  sustained  energy,  the  animation,  there  cannot  be  two 
opinions." — A  tlieiiaian. 

ROBIN   GRAY.     By  Charles  Gibbon. 

"  Pure  in  sentiment,  well  written,  and  cleverly  constructed." — British  Quar- 
terly Reriezv. 

"  A  novel  of  tender  and  pathetic  interest." — Globe. 
"  A  pretty  tale,  prettily  told." — Atlienceum. 

KITTY.     By  Miss  M.  Betham-Edwards. 

"  Lively  and  clever  ....  There  is  a  certain  dash  in  every  description  ;  the 
dialogue  is  bright  and  sparkling." — AtJiencenm. 
"Very  pleasant  and  amusing." — Globe. 

HIRELL.     By  John  Saunders. 

"  A  powerful  novel  ....  a  tale  written  by  a  poet." — Spectator. 
"  A  novel  of  extraordinary  merit."— /'^jA 

"  W'e  have  nothing  but  words  of  praise  to  offer  for  its  style  and  composition." 
— Exajfiiner. 

ONE  OF  TWO  ;  or,  The  Left-Handed  Bride.     By  J.  Hain 
Frisv.elL 

"  Told  with  spirit  ....  the  plot  is  skilfully  made." — Spectator. 
"  Admirably  narrated  and  intensely  interesting." — Public  Opinion. 

READY-MONEY  MORTIBOY.     A  Matter-of-Fact  Story. 

"There  is  not  a  dull  page  in  the  whole  story."     Standard. 
"  A  very  interesting  and  uncommon  story'."  — Vanity  Fair. 
"One   of  the  most  remarkable  novels  which  has  appeared  of  late." — Pall 
Mall  Gazette. 

GOD'S  PROVIDENCE  HOUSE.     By  Mrs.  G.  L.  Banks. 

"  Far  above  the  run  of  common  three-volume  novels,  evincing  much  Hterarj' 
power  in  not  a  few  graphic  descriptions  of  manners  and  local  customs" — Spectator. 
"Possesses  the  merit  of  care,  industry,  and  local  knowledge." — Athe?iipnnt. 
"  Wonderfully  readable.     The  style  is  very  simple  and  natural." — Post. 

FOR  LACK  OF  GOLD.     By  Charles  Gibbon. 

"A  powerfully  written,  nervous  story."— A thenezum. 

"A  piece  of  very  genuine  workmanship." — British  Quarterly  Review. 

ABEL  DRAKE'S  WIFE.     By  John  Saunders. 

"A  striking  book,  clever,  interesting,  and  original.     We  have  seldom  met 
with  a  book  so  thoroughly  true  to  life,  so  deeply  interesting  in  its  detail,  and  so 
touching  in  its  simple  pathos." — Athrrxrum. 
C 
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Cotton  (Robert  Turner). 

MR.  CARINGTON.  A  Tale  of  Love  and  Conspiracy.  3  vols. 
Crown  8vo.     31^-.  6d. 

"  A  novel  in  so  many  ways  good,  as  in  a  fresh  and  elastic  diction,  stout  uncon- 
ventionality,  and  happy  boldness  of  conception  and  execution." — Examiner. 

Curwen  (Henry). 

SORROW  AND  SONG:  Studies  of  Literary  Struggle. 
Henry  Miirger — Novalis — Alexander  Petofi — Honore  de  Balzac — 
Edgar  Allan  Poe — Andre  Chenier.     2  vols,  crown  8vo.      15^. 

Davidson  (Samuel),  D.D.,   LL.D. 

THE  NEW  TESTAMENT,  TRANSLATED  FROM 
THE   LATEST  GREEK  TEXT  OF  TISCHENDORF. 

The  desirableness  of  presenting  a  single  text,  especially  if  it  be  the 
best,  instead  of  one  formed  for  the  occasion  under  traditional 
influences,  is  apparent.  From  an  exact  tianslation  of  Tischendorf 's 
final  critical  edition,  readers  will  get  both  the  words  of  the  New 
Testament  writers  as  nearly  as  possible,  and  an  independent  revi- 
sion of  the  authorised  version.  Such  a  work  will  shortly  appear, 
with  an  Introduction  embodying  ideas  common  to  Dr.  Davidson, 
and  the  famous  Professor  at  Leipzig. 

Davies  (G.  Christopher). 

MOUNTAIN,  MEADOW,  AND  MERE:  a  Series  of 
Outdoor  Sketches  of  Sport,  Scenery,  Adventures,  and  Natural 
History.  With  Sixteen  Illustrations  by  Bosworth  W.  Harcourt. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 

"  The  great  charm  of  a  book  of  this  kind  lies  in  its  reviving  so  many  of  the 
brighter  associations  of  one's  early  exi?,tence."—SatMrday  Revie^v. 

"  Mr.  Davies  writes  pleasantly,  graphically,  with  the  pen  of  a  lover  of  nature, 
a  naturalist,  and  a  sportsman. " — Field. 

Davies  (Rev.  J.  Llewelyn),  M.A. 

THEOLOGY  AND  MORALITY.  Essays  on  Questions 
of  Belief  and  Practice.     Crown  8vo.     '^s.  6d. 

The  topics  discussed  in  these  Essays  are  all  amongst  those  upon 
which  opinion  is  now  forming.  The  principle  running  through 
them  is  that  instruction  ought  to  be  humbly  sought,  and  by  Chris- 
tians more  reverently  than  by  any  others,  from  the  progressive  de- 
velopment of  life  and  knowledge. 

De   Leoville-Meilhan  (Vicomtesse). 

A  CHEQUERED  LIFE,  being  Memoirs.  Edited  by  the 
Vicomtesse  Solange  de  Kerkadec.     Crown  8vo.     7^.  6d. 

Containing  many  recollections  of  the  First  Emperor  Napoleon 
and  his  Court. 

"  There  are  numerous  passages  of  a  strongly  dramatic  character,  describing 
conventual  life,  trials  for  murder,  death-bed  marriages,  village  bridals,  revo- 
lutionary outrages,  and  the  other  familiar  aspects  of  those  times  ;  and  we  must 
say  that  the  vraisemblance  is  admirable." — Stufidurd. 
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De  L'Hoste  (Colonel  E.  P.) 

THE     DESERT    PASTOR,    JEAN    JAROUSSEAU. 

Translated  from  the  French  of  Eugene  Pelletan.  In  fcap.  8vo,  with 
an  Engraved  Frontispiece.     New  Edition.     3J-.  dd. 

One  of  Messrs.  Henry  S.  King  and  Co.'s  Three  and  Sixpenny 
Books  for  the  Young. 

"  A  touching  record  of  the  struggles  in  the  cause  of  religious  liberty  of  a  real 
man . " — Graphic. 

"There  is  a  poetical  simplicity  and  picturesqueness  ;  the  noblest  heroism  ; 
unpretentious  religion  :  pure  love,  and  the  spectacle  of  a  household  brought  up 
in  the  fear  of  the  Lord." — Illustrated  London  News. 

De  Liefde  (Jacob). 

THE  GREAT  DUTCH  ADMIRALS.  Crown  8vo.  With 
Eleven  Illustrations  by  Townley  Green  and  others.     5^. 

One  of  Messrs.  Henry  S.  King  and  Co.'s  Five  Shilling  Books 
for  the  Young. 

"  May  be  recommended  as  a  wholesome  present  for  boys.  They  will  find  in 
it  numerous  tales  of  adventure." — Atheuceuvi. 

"A  really  good  book." — Standard. 

"A  really  excellent  book." — Spectator. 

De  Redcliffe  (Viscount  Stratford), P. C.,K.G.,G.C.B. 

WHY  AM  I  A  CHRISTIAN  ?  Fifth  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  3^. 

The  author  has  seen  with  serious  concern  that  tendency  to  a 
sceptical  and  irreverent  treatment  of  religious  subjects  which  even 
in  this  Christian  country  marks  to  no  small  extent  the  passing  age. 
Under  impressions  derived  from  a  painful  sense  of  danger  he  has 
reviewed  his  own  grounds  of  faith  and  has  committed  them  to 
writing. 

"  Has  a  peculiar  interest,  as  exhibiting  the  convictions  of  an  earnest,  intelli- 
gent, and  practical  man." — Contemporary  Review. 

De  Tocqueville  (Alexis). 

CORRESPONDENCE  AND  CONVERSATIONS  OF, 
WITH  NASSAU  WILLIAM  SENIOR.  2  vols.  Post 
8vo.     2IJ-. 

Mr.  Senior  was  honoured  with  the  friendship  of  Alexis  de  Tocque- 
ville for  twenty-six  years,  for  the  ten  last  years  of  which  his  conver- 
sations are  here  preserved.  The  reports  were  sent  to  M.  de  Tocque- 
ville as  they  were  written,  and  received  his  corrections. 

De  Vere  (Aubrey). 

ALEXANDER  THE  GREAT.  A  Dramatic  Poem.  Small 
crown  8vo.     5^-. 

"  Undeniably  well  written." — Examiner. 

"  In  some  points  Mr.  De  Vere's  poetry  is  a  model  to  most  of  his  fellow  singers. 
Its  idioms  and  phraseology  are  English,  thorough  and  correct  English  ;  his 
verses,  with  few  exceptions,  are  symmetrical,  simple,  and  sweet ;  and  his  diction 
throughout  is  dignified,  as  becomes  the  stately  muse  of  tragedy,  and  often  rises 
to  sublime  pitch,  leaving  all  his  contemporaries  far  behind." — Standard. 

"  A  noble  play.  .  .  .  The  work  of  a  true  poet,  and  of  a  fine  artist,  in  whom 
there  is  nothing  vulgar  and  nothing  weak.  .  .  .  We  had  no  conception,  from 
our  knowledge  of  Mr.  De  Vere's  former  poems,  that  so  much  poetic  power  lay 
in  him  as  this  drama  shows.  It  is  terse  as  well  as  full  of  beauty,  nervous  as  well 
as  rich  in  thought." — Spectator. 
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De  Vere  (Aubrey). 

THE  LEGENDS  OF  ST.  PATRICK,  and  other  Poems. 
Small  crown  8vo.     $s. 

"Mr.  De  Vere's  versification  in  his  earlier  poems  is  characterised  by  great 
sweetness  and  simplicity.  He  is  master  of  his  instrument,  and  rarely  offends 
the  ear  with  false  notes." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"  We  have  but  space  to  commend  the  varied  structure  of  his  verse,  the  care- 
fulness of  his  grammar,  and  his  excellent  ^ng\\s\).."—Sat7irclay  Review. 

De  Wille  (E.) 

JOHANNES  OLAF.  A  Novel.  Transl.  by  F.  E.  Bmmett. 
3  vols.     Crown  8vo.     31^-.  dd. 

"  The  art  of  description  is  fully  exhibited  ;  perception  of  character  and 
capacity  for  delineating  it  are  obvious  ;  while  there  is  great  breadth  and  com- 
prehensiveness in  the  plan  of  the  story  "—Morning  Post. 

Dennis  (John). 

ENGLISH  SONNETS.  Collected  and  Arranged.  Fcap.  8vo. 
Elegantly  bound.     t,s.  6d. 

This  Collection  of  Sonnets,  arranged  chronologically  from  the 
Elizabethan  to  the  Victorian  era,  is  designed  for  the  students  of 
poetry,  and  not  only  for  the  reader  who  takes  up  a  volume  of  verse 
in  order  to  pass  away  an  idle  hour.  The  Sonnet  contains,  to  use 
the  words  of  Marlowe,  "infinite  riches  in  a  little  room." 

"  Mr.  Dennis  has  shown  great  judgment  in  this  s,&\&ct\on."—Saturtfay 
Review. 

"An  exquisite  selection,  a  selection  which  every  lover  of  poetry  will  consult 
again  and  again  with  delight.  The  notes  are  very  useful.  .  .  .  The  volume  is 
one  for  which  English  literature  owes  Mr.  Dennis  the  heartiest  thanks."— 
Spectator. 

Dobson  (Austin). 

VIGNETTES  IN  RHYME  AND  VERS  DE  SO- 
CIETE',     Second  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo.     ^s. 

"  A  charming  little  hook."— Spectator. 

" Clever,  clear-cut,  and  careful." — Athetia-inn. 

"As  a  writer  of  Vers  de  Societe,  Mr.  Dobson  is  almost,  if  not  quite,  un- 
rivalled."— Exaviifier. 

Donne  (Alphonse),  M.D. 

CHANGE  OF  AIR  AND  SCENE.  A  Physician's  Hints 
about  Doctors,  Patients,  Hygiene,  and  Society ;  with  Notes  of 
Excursions  for  Health  in  the  Pyrenees,  and  amongst  the  Watering- 
places  of  France  (Inland  and  Seaward),  Switzerland,  Corsica,  and 
the  Mediterranean.     A  New  Edition.     Large  post  8vo.     9^. 

A  simple  book  of  cheerful  travel  and  talk,  and  a  practical  index  to 
the  various  mineral  waters  which  exercise  so  powerful  an  influence 
in  specific  ailments. 

"A  very  readable  and  serviceable  book.  .  .  .  The  real  value  of  it  Is  to  be 
found  in  the  accurate  and  minute  information  given  with  regard  to  a  large 
number  of  places  which  have  gained  a  reputation  on  the  continent  for  their 
mmeral-watarsi."— Pall  Mall  Gacette. 

"A  singularly  pleasant  and  chatty  as  well  as  instructive  book  about  health." 
Gffar^fian. 
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Dowden  (Edward),  LL.D. 

SHAKSPERE  :  a  Critical  Study  of  his  Mind  and  Art. 
Post  8vo.     I2s. 

The  chief  design  of  this  work  is  to  discover  the  man — Shakspere 
— through  his  works,  and  to  ascertain  his  course  of  mental  and 
moral  development  as  far  as  this  is  possible.  This  thread  running 
through  the  work  will  make  it  a  continuous  study,  written  for  such 
intelligent  readers  of  vShakspere  as  are  not  specialists  in  Shakspere 
scholarship,  and  intended  to  be  an  introduction  to  the  study  of 
Shakspere,  popular  in  the  sense  of  being  attractive  to  all  intelligent 
lovers  of  literature,  but  founded  upon  the  most  recent  and  accurate 
Shakspere  scholarship,  English,  German,  and  American. 

Downton  (Rev.  Henry),  M.A. 

HYMNS  AND  VERSES.  Original  and  Translated.  Small 
crown  8vo.     3J-.  6d. 

"Considerable  force  and  beauty  characterise  some  of  these  verses." — 
IVatchmaii. 

"  Mr.  Downton's  '  Hymns  and  Verses  *  are  worthy  of  all  praise." — English 
Chtirclunan. 

''Will,  we  do  not  doubt,  be  welcome  as  a  permanent  possession  to  those  for 
whom  they  have  been  composed  or  to  whom  they  have  been  originally  ad- 
dressed."— Church  Herald. 

Drew  (Rev.  G.  S.),  M.A.,  Vicar  of  Trinity,  Lambeth. 

SCRIPTURE  LANDS  IN  CONNECTION  WITH 
THEIR  HISTORY.     Second  Edition.     Svo.      los.  6cL 

"Mr.  Drew  has  invented  a  new  method  of  illustrating  .Scripture  history — 
from  observation  of  the  countries.  Instead  of  narrating  his  travels,  and  refer- 
ring from  time  to  time  to  the  facts  of  sacred  history  belonging  to  the  different 
countries,  he  writes  an  outline  history  of  the  Hebrew  nation  from  Abraham 
downwards,  with  special  reference  to  the  various  points  in  which  the  geography 
illustrates  the  history.  .  .  .  He  is  very  successful  in  picturing  to  his  readers 
the  scenes  before  his  own  mind." — Saturday  Revieiv. 

NAZARETH:  ITS  LIFE  AND  LESSONS.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  Svo.     5j-. 

The  simple  purpose  of  this  book  is  to  remove  with  fitting  care 
and  reverence  that  veil  of  reserve  which  has  been  so  widely  draA\'n 
over  so  many  portions  of  the  life  of  Christ,  so  that  as  nearly  as 
possible  we  too  may  see  our  Lord  as  He  was  actually  seen  by  those 
who  "companied  with  Him"  in  the  early  days  of  His  mortality. 

"  We  have  read  the  volume  with  great  interest.  It  is  at  once  succinct  and 
suggestive,  reverent  and  ingenious,  observant  of  small  details,  and  yet  not  for- 
getful of  great  principles." — British  Quarterly  Revie^u. 

"A  very  reverent  attempt  to  elicit  and  develop  Scripture  intimations  respect- 
ing our  Lord's  thirty  years'  sojourn  at  Nazareth.  The  author  has  wrought  well 
at  the  unworked  mine,  and  h.as  produced  a  very  valuable  series  of  Scripture 
lessons,  which  will  be  found  both  profitable  and  singularly  interesting." — 
Guardian. 


2  2  A  Desa'iptive  Catalogue  oj 

Drevvr  (Rev.  G.  S.)  M.A. 

THE  DIVINE  KINGDOM  ON  EARTH  AS  IT  IS 
IN  HEAVEN.     8vo.     \os.  6d. 

"  Entirely  valuable  and  satisfactory.  .  .  .  There  is  no  living  divine  to  whom 
the  authorship  would  not  be  a  credit."— Literary  Churchmnn. 

"Thoughtful  and  eloquent.  .  .  .  Full  of  original  thinking  admirably  ex- 
pressed."— British  Quarterly  Review. 

THE  SON  OF  MAN  :  His  Life  and  Ministry.  Crown  Svo. 
1$.  6d. 

Durand  (Lady). 

IMITATIONS  FROM  THE  GERMAN  OF  SPITTA 
AND  TERSTEGEN.     Fcap.  Svo.     4^. 

"A  charming  little  volume.  .  .  .  Will  be  a  very  valuable  assistance  to 
peaceful,  meditative  souXs." ~-  Chtirch  Herald. 

Du  Vernois  (Colonel  von  Verdy). 

STUDIES  IN  LEADING  TROOPS.  An  authorised 
and  accurate  Translation  by  Lieutenant  H.  J.  T.  Hildyard,  71st 
Foot.     Parts  I.  and  II.     Demy  Svo.     ']s. 

This  is  one  of  Messrs.  Henry  S.  King  and  Co.'s  Series  of 
Military  Works. 

*^*  General  Beauchamp  Walker  says  of  this  work  :— "  I  recommend  the 
first  two  numbers  of  Colonel  von  Verdy's  '  Studies  '  to  the  attentive  perusal  of 
my  brother  officers.  They  supply  a  want  which  I  have  often  felt  during  my 
service  in  this  country,  namely,  a  minuter  tactical  detail  of  the  minor  operations 
of  war  than  any  but  the  most  observant  and  fortunately-placed  staff-officer  is  in 
a  position  to  give.  I  have  read  and  re-read  them  very  carefully,  I  hope  with 
profit,  certainly  with  great  interest,  and  believe  that  practice,  in  the  sense  of 
these  '  Studies,'  would  be  a  valuable  preparation  for  manoeuvres  on  a  more  ex- 
tended scale." — Berlin,  June,  1872. 

Eden  (Frederic). 

THE  NILE  WITHOUT  A  DRAGOMAN.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  Svo.     "js.  6d. 

"  Should  any  of  our  readers  care  to  imitate  Mr.  Eden's  example,  and  wish  to 
see  things  with  their  own  eyes,  and  shift  for  themselves  next  winter  in  Upper 
Egypt,  they  will  find  this  book  a  very  agreeable  guide." — Times. 

"  It  is  a  book  to  read  during  an  autumn  holiday." — Spectator. 

Eiloart  (Mrs.) 

LADY  MORETOUN'S  DAUGHTER.  3  vols.  Cr.  Svo. 
Zis.  6d. 

"  Carefully  written  ....  The  narrative  is  well  sustained." — Athenceitm. 

"  An  interesting  story  .  .   .  Above  the  run  of  average  novels." — Vanity  Fair ^■ 

"Will  prove  more  popular  than  any  of  the  author's  former  works  ....  In- 
teresting and  readable."— i/tf7<r. 

"  A  faithful  and  well-drawn  picture  of  English  life  and  character  ....  All 
the  characters  are  drawn  with  the  author's  wonted  firmness  and  truth  of  touch, 
....  Extremely  well  written." — Edinhjirgh  Daily  Review. 

"The  story  is  well  put  together,  and  readable." — Examiner. 
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EROS  AGONISTES.     Poems.     By  E.  B.  D.    Fcap.  8vo.    3^.  6^/. 

"  It  is  not  the  least  merit  of  these  pages  that  they  are  everywhere  illumined 
with  moral  and  religious  sentiment,  suggested,  not  paraded,  of  the  brightest, 
purest  character." — Standard. 

Eyre  (Maj.-Gen.  Sir  Vincent),  C.B.,  K.C.S.I.,&c. 

LAYS  OF  A  KNIGHT-ERRANT  IN  MANY  LANDS. 
Square  crown  8vo.     With  Six  Illustrations.     7^^.  6d, 

Pharaoh  Land.  (  Home  Land.  (  Wonder  Land.  |  Rhine  Land. 

"A  collection  of  pleasant  and  well- written  stanzas  ....  abounding  in  real 
fun  and  humour." — Lite>ary  World. 

■'The  conceits  here  and  there  are  really  ver>-  amusing." — Standard. 

Farquharson  (Martha).    Three  Works  by. 

I.  ELSIE  DINSMORE.     CrovTO  8vo.     y.  6d. 

II.  ELSIE'S  GIRLHOOD.     Crown  Svo.     3^.  ()d. 

III.  ELSIE'S  HOLIDAYS  AT  ROSELANDS.  Crown 
Svo.     is.  6d. 

These  are  volumes  of  Messrs.  Henry  S.  King  and  Co.'s  Series 
of  is.  6d.  Books  for  the  Young. 

Each  Story  is  independent  and  complete  in  itself.  They  are  pub- 
lished in  uniform  size  and  price,  and  are  elegantly  bound  and  illus- 
trated. 

"  We  do  not  pretend  to  have  read  the  history  of  Elsie  as  she  is  portrayed  in 
three  different  volumes.  By  the  help,  however,  of  the  illustrations,  and  by  dips 
here  and  there,  we  can  safely  give  a  favourable  account." — IV estminster RevUzu . 

"Elsie  Dinsmore  is  a  familiar  name  to  a  world  of  young  readers.  In  the 
above  three  pretty  volumes  her  story  is  complete,  and  it  is  one  full  of  youthful 
e.xperiences,  winning  a  general  interest." — Athenceiim. 

Favre  (Mons.  Jules). 

THE  GOVERNMENT  OF  THE  NATIONAL  DE- 
FENCE. From  the  30th  June  to  the  31st  October,  1870.  The 
Plain  Statement  of  a  Member.     I  vol.     Demy  Svo.      lOi'.  dd. 

Every  unprejudiced  reader  will  recognize  in  this  work  the  lan- 
guage of  an  honourable  man,  more  anxious  for  the  triumph  of 
truth  tlaan  for  his  own  justification,  scrupulously  desirous  to  make 
known  the  smallest  details  which  may  serve  to  throw  any  light  on 
events  worthy  to  be  remembered,  and  to  give  to  all  those  men  who 
took  part  therein  the  honour  due  to  them. 

"  A  work  of  the  highest  interest.     The  book,  is  most  valuable."— ^/A^«i7?<;;/. 

"  Of  all  the  contributions  to  the  history  of  the  late  war,  we  have  found  none 
more  fasciriating  and,  perhaps,  none  more  valuable  than  the  'apology,'  by  M 
Jules  Favre,  for  the  unsuccessful  Government  of  the  National  Defence." — Times 
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Forbes'  (Archibald). 

SOLDIERING  AND  SCRIBBLING.  A  Series  of 
Sketches.     Crown  8vo.     *]s.  6d. 

Among  the  Essays  in  this  Volume  are  the  following  : — At  the 
Christmas  Cattle  Market. —In  a  Mihtary  Prison. — Army  Crimes 
and  Punishment.  — Christmas  in  a  Cavalry  Regiment. — Christmas 
Eve  among  the  Beggars. 

Fowle  (Rev.  T.  W.),  M.  A. 

THE  RECONCILIATION  OF  RELIGION  AND 
SCIENCE.  Being  Essays  on  Immortality,  Inspiration,  Miracles, 
and  the  Being  of  Christ,     Demy  8vo.     ioj-.  6d. 

This  book  is  an  endeavour  to  carry  on  the  traditions  received 
from  the  founders  of  liberal  theology  in  England,  and  to  harmonize 
the  religious  truths  they  derived  from  nature,  history,  the  Bible, 
and  the  soul  of  man,  with  scientific  thought. 

"A  book  which  requires  and  deserves  the  respectful  attention  of  all  reflecting 
Churchmen.  It  is  earnest,  reverent,  thoughtful,  and  courageous  ....  There 
is  scarcely  a  page  in  the  book  which  is  not  equally  worthy  of  a  thoughtful 
pause." — Literary  Churchman. 

Eraser  (Donald),  Accountant  to  the  British-Indian  Steam 
Navigation  Company,  Limited. 

EXCHANGE  TABLES  OF  STERLING  AND 
INDIAN  RUPEE  CURRENCY,  upon  a  new  and  extended 
system,  embracing  Values  from  One  Farthing  to  One  Hundred 
Thousand  Pounds,  and  at  Rates  progressing,  in  Sixteenths  of  a 
Penny,  from  \s.  gd,  to  2s.  2,d.  per  Rupee.     Royal  8vo.      los.  6d. 

These  tables  have  been  framed  with  the  object  of  securing  in- 
creased facility  in  the  computation  of  exchanges  between  Great 
•  Britain  and  India.  The  calculations  have  all  been  tested  by  various 
independent  methods  of  verification,  and  the  work  is  presented  to 
the  public  with  a  feeling  of  confidence  that  it  will  be  found  strictly 
correct  throughout. 

"The  calculations  must  have  entailed  great  labour  on  the  author,  but  the 
work  is  one  which  we  fancy  must  become  a  standard  one  in  all  business  houses 
which  have  dealings  with  any  country  where  the  rupee  and  the  English  pound 
are  standard  coins  of  currency." — hiverness  Courier. 

Frere  (Sir  H.  Bartle  E.),  G.C.B.,  G.C.S.I.,  &c. 

THE  THREATENED  FAMINE  IN  BENGAL;  How 

it  may  be  Met,  and  the  Recurrence  of  Famines  in  India  Prevented. 
Being  No.  i  of  "Occasional  Notes  on  Indian  Affairs."  Crown 
8vo.     With  3  Maps.     5^. 

This  subject  is  one  of  permanent  importance  to  the  w'hole  of 
India.  One  great  object  of  the  book  is  to  show  that  famines  are 
entirely  preventible  in  India  as  elscAvhere. 
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Friswell  (J.  Kain). 

THE  BETTER  SELF.  Essavs  for  Home  Life.   Crown  8vo. 

ONE  OF  TWO  ;  or,  The  Left-Handed  Bride.  Crov.u  8vo. 
"VV^ith  a  Frontispiece.      3j'.  dd. 

Being  a  Volume  of  the  Cornhill  Library'  of  Fiction. 

■■'' Told  with  spirit     .     .     .     the  plot  is  skilfully  made." — Spectator. 
"Admirably  narrated  and  intensely  interesting. — Picblic  Opinion. 

Gardner   (John),    M.D. 

LONGEVITY;  THE  MEANS  OF  PROLONGING 
."LIFE  AFTER  MIDDLE  AGE.  Third  Edition,  revised  and 
enlarged.     Small  crown  8vo.     4^-. 

The  purpose  of  this  work  is  not  to  supersede  the  physician  in 
treating  maladies.  It  is  to  call  attention  to  those  peculiarities  of 
\he  constitution  which  distinguish  age  from  youth  and  manhood,  to 
povcvX.  out  those  symptoms  of  deviation  from  the  healthy  standard 
which  are  usually  disregarded  or  considered  unavoidable  incidents 
of  age.  •' 

"We  are  bound  to  say  that  in  general  Dr.  Gardner's  directions  are  sensible 
enough,  and  founded  on  good  principles.  The  advice  given  is  such  that  any 
3nan  in  moderate  health  might  follow  it  with  advantage,  whilst  no  prescription 
or  other  claptrap  is  introduced  which  might  savour  of  quackery." — Lattcet. 

"  Dr.  Gardner's  suggestions  for  attaining  a  healthy  and  so  far  a  happy  old 
age  are  well  deserving  the  attention  of  all  who  think  such  a  blessing  worth  trj-- 
ing  for."- -JVotes  and  Queries. 

Garrett  (Edward). 

BY  STILL  WATERS.  A  Story  for  Quiet  Hours.  Crown 
8vo.     With  Seven  Illustrations.     6^-. 

"  We  have  read  many  books  by  Edward  Garrett,  but  none  that  has  pleased  us 
so  well  as  this.    It  has  more  than  pleased  ;  it  has  charmed  us." — Noncotifonuist. 

Gibbon  (Charles). 

FOR  LACK  OF  GOLD.    Crown  Svo.    With  a  Frontispiece. 

"  A  powerfully-written,  nervous  story."—  AtJienccmn. 

•"  There  are  few  recent  novels  more  powerful  and  engrossing." — Examiner. 

""A  piece  of  very  genuine  workmanship." — British  Quarterly  Review. 

ROBIN   GRAY.     Crown  Svo.     With  a  Frontispiece.     2>s.  6d. 

"Pure  in  sentiment,  well  written,  and  cleverly  constructed." — British  Quar- 
terly Review. 

"  A  novel  of  tender  and  pathetic  interest." — Globe. 

"  A  pretty  tale,  prettily  told." — At/iefueum. 

*'  An  unassuming,  characteristic,  and  entertaining  novel." — John  Bull. 

The  above  Volumes  form  part  of  the  Cornhill  Library  of  Fiction. 
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Gilbert  (Mrs.) 

MRS.  GILBERT,  FORMERLY  ANN  TAYLOR, 
AUTOBIOGRAPHY  AND  OTHER  MEMORIALS  OF. 

Edited  by  Josiah  Gilbert.  In  2  vols.  Post  8vo.  With  2  Steel 
Portraits  and  several  Wood  Engravings.     24-$'. 

i,"  Very  beautifully  written.  It  gives  the  home  history  of  a  most  interesting 
and  talented  family,  and  it  possesses  a  charm  peculiar  to  the  writing  of  a  really- 
clever  woman." — Examiner. 

"  Mr.  Gilbert  has  succeeded  in  painting  a  remarkable  and  attractive  portrait, 
of  which  the  setting  is  graceful  and  appropriate." — Academy. 

"  The  family  life  was  tender  and  beautiful,  .  .  .  but  the  charm  of  the  group 
consists  in  the  character  of  the  central  figure,  which  Mr.  Gilbert  has  so  firmly 
yet  delicately  Ax^lww."  —Nojiconformist. 

Godkin  (James). 

THE  RELIGIOUS  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND:  Primi- 
tive, Papal,  and  Protestant.  Including  the  Evangelical  Missions, 
Catholic  Agitations,  and  Church  Progress  of  the  last  half  Century. 
I  vol,     8vo.     \2s. 

"  These  latter  chapters  on  the  statistics  of  the  various  religious  denominations 
will  be  welcomed." — Evenuig  Standard. 

"  Mr.  Godkin  writes  with  evident  honesty,  and  the  topic  on  which  he  writes 
is  one  about  which  an  honest  book  is  greatly  wanted." — Examiner. 

Godwin  (William). 

WILLIAM  GODWIN  :  Autobiography,  Memoir,  and 
Correspondence.  By  C.  Kegan  Paul.  2  vols.  Demy  8vo.  With 
Portraits. 

THE    GENIUS   OF    CHRISTIANITY  UNVEILED. 

Being  Essays,  never  before  published.  Edited,  with  a  Preface, 
by  C.  Kegan  Paul.      I  vol.     Crown  8vo.     7^-.  dd. 

In  all  these  essays  Mr.  Godwdn  pointed  in  the  direction  along 
which  we,  the  children  of  a  later  day,  have  advanced,  even  if  he  did 
not  indicate  the  precise  path  we  have  travelled. 

"  Few  have  thought  more  clearly  and  directly  than  William  Godwin,  or  ex- 
pressed their  reflections  with  more  simplicity  and  unreserve." — ExuTniner. 

"  The  deliberate  thoughts  of  Godwin  deserve  to  be  put  before  the  world  for 
reading  and  consideration."— ^2f/i(?;z«?<;;?. 

Goetze  (Capt.  A.  von). 

THE  OPERATIONS  OF  THE  GERMAN  ENGI- 
NEERS AND  TECHNICAL  TROOPS  IN  THE 
FRANCO-GERMAN  WAR  OF  1870-71.  Translated  by 
Col.  G.  Graham.     Demy  8vo.     With  6  Plans. 

Goodman  (Walter). 

CUBA.    THE   PEARL  OF  THE  ANTILLES.  Crown 

8vo.     7^-.  ()d. 

Mr.  Goodman  had  various  and  ample  opportunities  of  studying 
the  institutions  of  Cuba,  its  races,  and  its  government.  He  arrived 
in  the  island  when  Cuba  was  enjoying  uninterrupted  peace  and 
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prosperity,  and  his  departure  took  place  in  the  first  year  of  her 
adversity, 

"  A  series  of  vivid  and  miscellaneous  sketches.  We  can  recommend  this 
■whole  volume  as  verj'  amusing  reading." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

■•  The  whole  book  deserves  the  heartiest  commendation Sparkling  and 

amusing  from  beginning  to  end." — Spectator. 

Gosse  (Edmund  W.) 

ON  VIOL  AND  FLUTE.  With  Title-page  specially  de- 
signed by  William  B.  Scott.     Crown  8vo.     5s. 

■'  A  careful  perusal  of  his  verses  will  show  that  he  is  a  poet.  .  .  .  His  song 
has  the  grateful,  murmuring  sound  which  reminds  one  of  the  softness  and  deli- 
ciousness  of  summer  time.  .  .  .  There  is  much  that  is  good  in  the  volume." — 
Spectator. 

Granville  (A.  B.),  M.D.,  F.R.S.,  &c. 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  A.  B.  GRANVILLE,  F.R.S., 

&c.  Edited,  with  a  brief  account  of  the  concluding  years  of  his 
life,  by  his  youngest  Daughter,  Paulina  B.  Granville.  2  vols.  Demy 
Svo.     With  a  Portrait.     32^-. 

Dr.  Granville  practised  his  profession  in  Italy,  Greece,  Turkey, 
Spain,  Portugal,  the  West  Indies,  Russia,  Germany,  France,  and 
England,  and  was  brought  into  contact  with  most  of  the  royal, 
political,  and  literaiy  celebrities  of  his  day. 

"  Well  worth  reading.  .  .  .  To  few  men  is  it  given  to  tell  the  tale  of  a  career 
on  which  fortune  has  so  uniformly  smiled  throughout.  .  .  .  Of  his  success  with 
patients,  including  well-mgh  every  name  of  mark  during  two  generations,  we  get 
an  extraordinary  abundance  of  details.  Madame  de  Stael,  Lord  and  Lady 
Eilenborough,  ^Irs.  Siddons,  Bishop  Tomline,  Count  Woronzow,  and  a  great 
Persian  satrap  are  prominent  among  the  list." — Saturday  Revieiv. 

Gray  (Mrs.  Russell). 

LISETTE'S  VENTURE.     A  Novel.    2  vob.    Crown  Svo. 


Greenwood  (James),  "The  Amateur  Casual." 

IN  STRANGE  COMPANY;  or,  The  Note  Book  of  a 
Roving  Correspondent.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

"  A  bright,  lively  book." — Standard. 
"  Has  all  the  interest  of  romance." — Queen. 

"  Some  of  the  papers  remind  us  of  Charles  Lamb  on  beggars  and  chimney- 
sweeps. " — Echo. 

Grey  (John),  of  Dilston. 

JOHN  GREY  (of  Dilston) :  MEMOIRS.  By  Josephine 
E.  Butler.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     3^-.  dd. 

■'It  is  not  a  mere  storj-  of  success  or  genius,  as  far  removed  as  a  fairy  tale 
from  the  experience  and  imitation  of  ordinary  people  ;  but  it  is,  if  we  only  allow 
it  to  be  so,  an  incentive  and  exemplary^  to  all  of  us.  .  .  .  Somethmg  we  must 
say  of  the  skilful  and  temperate  e.xecution  of  the  memoir  itself:  it  is  impossible 
to  read  it  without  feeling  that  Mrs.  Butler  is  her  father's  daughter,  and  without 
wishing  that  .she  had  given  us  two  volumes  instead  of  one." — From  a  Jive-coluinn 
notice  of''''  The  Times  "  on  the  First  Edition. 
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Griffith   (Rev.  T.)  A.M.,  Prebendary  of  St.  Paul's. 

STUDIES    OF    THE    DIVINE    MASTER.    Demy  8vo. 

12s. 

This  book  depicts  the  successive  phases  of  the  public  life  of  Jesus, 
so  far  as  is  needful  to  the  bringing  out  into  full  relief  His  mission, 
character,  and  work,  as  the  Christ ;  and  it  comprises  a  thorough 
exposition  of  His  teaching  about  the  natiire  of  His  kingdom — its 
privileges,  its  laws,  and  its  advancement  in  the  soul  and  in  the 
world. 

Griffiths  (Captain  Arthur). 

MEMORIALS  OF  MILLBANK,  AND  CHAPTERS 
IN   PRISON  HISTORY.  2  vols.   PostSvo.  With  Illustrations. 

A  history  of  Millbank  is  necessarily  an  epitome  of  all  that  con- 
cerns prisons  and  prison  management  in  modern  tunes.  From  first 
to  last  it  has  continued  to  be  part  and  parcel  of  all  our  schemes  of 
secondary  punishment.  But  the  present  volumes  are  more  than  a 
mere  record  of  penal  legislation.  Millbank  Penitentiary,  as  it  ^^  as 
once  called,  has  passed  through  a  chequered  life.  It  has  seen  end- 
less changes,  and  many  curious  episodes  have  occurred  within  its 
walls.  Advantage  has  been  taken  of  these  to  weave  together  a 
narrative  which  may  not  be  uninteresting  to  a  large  circle  of  readers. 

THE  QUEEN'S  SHILLING.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo.    21s. 

"  Every  scene,  character,  and  incident  of  the  book  are  so  life-like  that  they 
seem  drawn  from  life  direct." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Gruner  (M.  L.) 

STUDIES  OF  BLAST  FURNACE  PHENOMENA. 
Translated  by  L.  D.  B.  Gordon,  F.R.S.E.,  F.G.S.  Demy 
8vo.     7 J.  6d. 

The  main  point  of  novelty  in  these  studies  and  what  gives  them 

their  chief  interest  is  the  precision  given  to   the  doctrine  that  the 

C  O" 
ratio  of in  the  escaping  gases  is  the  index  of  the  working  of 

the  furnaces. 

"The  whole  subject  is  dealt  with  very  copiously  and  clearly  in  all  its  parts, 
and  can  scarcely  fail  of  appreciation  at  the  hands  of  practical  men,  for  whose  use 
it  is  designed." — Pcyst. 

Gurney  (Rev.  Archer  Thompson). 

WORDS  OF  FAITH  AND  CHEER.  A  Mission  of  In- 
struction and  Suggestion.     I  vol.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

Speaks  of  many  questions  with  a  wise  judgment  and  a  fearless  honesty,  as  well 
as  with  an  intellectual  strength  and  broad  human  catholicity,  which  commands 
respect." — British  Quarterly  Revie^v. 

FIRST  PRINCIPLES  IN  CHURCH  AND   STATE. 

Demy  8vo.     Sewed,  price  is.  6d. 

Haeckel  (Professor  Ernst),  of  the  University  of  Jena. 
THE  HISTORY  OF  CREATION,  a  Popular  Account  of 
the  Development  of  the  Earth  and  its  Inhabitants,  according  to  the 
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theories  of  Kant,  Laplace,  Lamarck,  and  Darwin.  The  Transla- 
tion revised  by  E.  Ray  Lankester,  M.A.  With  Coloured  Plates 
and  Genealogical  Trees  of  the  various  groups  of  both  plants  and 
animals.     2  vols.     Post  8vo. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  EVOLUTION  OF  MAN. 
Translated  by  E.  A.  Van  Rhyn  and  L.  Elsberg,  M.D.  (University 
of  New  York),  Anth  Notes  and  Additions  sanctioned  by  the  Author. 
Post  8vo. 

Harcourt  (Capt.  A.  F.  P.) 

THE  SHAKESPEARE  ARGOSY:  containing  much  of 
the  wealth  of  Shakespeare's  Wisdom  and  Wit,  alphabetically 
arranged  and  classified.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

Nothing  of  the  same  fonii  or  on  so  extensive  a  scale  has  before 
been  attempted.  .  .  .  The  author  has  arrived  at  something  higher 
than  the  mere  stringing  together  of  popular  sapngs. 

Haweis  (Rev.  H.  R.),  M.A. 

SPEECH  IN   SEASON.    Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     9.-. 

"There  is  in  them  that  which  will  commend  them  to  the  approval  of  the 
reading  public.  .  .  .  They  are  marked  by  a  freshness  and  novelty  of  treatment, 
a  catholicity  of  spirit,  and  an  earnestness  of  faith  which  make  them  pleasant  and 
profitable  reading,  even  to  those  who  may  least  concur  in  the  views  of  the 
preacher.  .  .  .  All  the  subjects  are  treated  with  great  power."  —  Leeds 
Mercury. 

THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  TIMES.  Eighth  Edition. 
Cro\\'n  Svo.      "Js.  6d. 

The  author  shows  that  the  position  of  a  clerg}'man  in  the 
National  Church  is  that  of  a  member  of  a  National  Community. 
As  any  citizen  may  give  his  opinion  on  any  branch  of  state  admi- 
nistration, or  any  professional  man  may  express  his  views  on  the 
established  dogmas  of  his  profession,  so  as  a  citizen  and  as  a  pro- 
fessional man,  the  Clerg}Tnan  ought  to  be  allowed  a  similar  freedom 
of  speech. 

"  Mr.  Haweis  writes  not  only  fearlessly,  but  with  remarkable  freshness  and 
vigour.  In  all  that  he  says  we  perceive  a  transparent  honesty  and  singleness  of 
purpose." — Saturday  Keviezu. 

"  Bears  marks  of  much  originality  of  thought  and  individuality  of  expression." 
—Pali  Mall  Gazette. 

UNSECTARIAN  FAMILY  PRAYERS,  for  Morning  and 
Evening  for  a  Week,  with  short  selected  passages  from  the  Bible. 
Square  crown  Svo.     3^-.  6d. 

''these  prayers  are  tender,  devotional,  and  helpful,  and  may  be  used  with 
great  profit  in  any  household.  They  are  brief  but  verj- beautiiul."—C/(r/o>-/Ai/<; 
if 'arid. 

Hawthorne  (Julian). 

BRESSANT.     A  Romance.     2  vols.     Crown  Svo.     2is. 

"  One  of  the  most  powerful  with  which  we  are  acquainted. "— y/w^j. 

"  We  shall  once  more  have  reason  to  rejoice  whenever  we  hear  that  a  new 
work  is  coming  out  written  by  one  who  bears  the  honoured  name  of  Hawthorne." 
— .Saturday  Rez'ieiv. 
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Hawthorne  (Julian). 

IDOLATRY.     A  Romance.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo.     i\s. 

"  A  more  powerful  book  than  'Bressanl.  .  .  .  If  the  figures  are  mostly 
phantoms,  they  are  phantoms  which  take  a  more  powerful  hold  on  the  mind  than 
many  very  real  figures.  .  .  .  There  are  three  scenes  in  this  romance,  any 
one  of  which  would  prove  true  genius." — Spectator. 

"  Made  to  fix  the  attention  and  interest  of  the  reader  in  a  very  remarkable 
degree.  .  .  .  His  descriptions  are  very  clever  ;  his  turn  of  thought  original 
and  often  striking,  as  in  the  dialogue  in  the  dark  on  the  deck  of  a  steamer  ;  and 
he  has  a  subtle  perception  of  moral  and  mental  phases  of  character." — Times. 

Hawthorne  (Nathaniel). 

NATHANIEL  HAWTHORNE:  A  Memoir,  with  Stories 
now  first  published  in  this  country.  By  H.  A.  Page.  Post  8vo. 
ys.  6d. 

"  Seldom  has  it  been  our  lot  to  meet  with  a  more  appreciative  delineation  of 
character  than  this  Memoir  of  Hawthorne." — Morning  Post. 

"  Exhibits  a  discriminating  enthusiasm  for  one  of  the  most  fascinating  of 
novelists." — Saturday  Review. 

SEPTIMIUS.  A  Romance.   Second  Edition.    Crown  8vo.   9^. 

This  story  was  the  last  written  by  Nathaniel  Hawthorne.  It  is 
printed  as  it  was  found  among  his  MSS.  It  is  a  striking  speci- 
men of  the  peculiarities  and  charm  of  his  style,  and  has  an  added 
interest  for  those  who  care  to  study  the  method  of  his  composition, 
from  the  fact  of  its  not  having  received  his  final  revision. 

The  A  t/ieneeian  says  that  "the  book  is  full  of  Hawthorne's  most  characteristic 
writing." 

Hayman  (Henry),   D.D.,  late  Head  Master  of  Rugby 
School. 

RUGBY  SCHOOL  SERMONS.  With  an  Introductory 
Essay  on  the  Indwelling  of  the  Holy  Spirit.     Crown  Svo. 

HEATHERGATE.  A  Story  of  Scottish  Life  and  Character. 
By  a  New  Author.     2  vols.     Crown  Svo.     21s. 

"Its  merit  lies  in  the  marked  antithesis  of  strongly  developed  characters.  In 
different  ranks  of  life,  and  resembling  each  other  in  nothing  but  their  marked 
nationality." — A  tJtenanni. 

Hellwald  (Baron  F.  Von). 

THE  RUSSIANS  IN  CENTRAL  ASIA.  A  Critical 
Examination,  down  to  the  present  time,  of  the  Geography  and 
History  of  Central  Asia.  Translated  by  Lieut. -Col.  Theodore 
Wirgman,  LL.B.     In  I  vol.     Large  post  8vo.  with  Map.     12^-. 

Explorations  in  Central  Asia  are  being  simultaneously  carried  on 
by  the  Russians  and  the  English,  the  two  great  rivals  in  the 
Asiatic  world.  Scientific  research  follows  in  the  footsteps  of  mili- 
tary operations.  Russia  gives  to  Asia  culture  and  civilization. 
Every  disinterested  man  must  admit  that  this  opening  of  new 
spheres  to  the  development  of  civilization  is  the  greatest  gain  which 
mankind  derives  from  warlike  expeditions. 

' '  A  learned  account  of  the  geography  of  this  still  ill-known  land,  of  the  charac- 
teristics of  its  main  divisions,  of  the  nature  and  habits  of  its  numerous  races,  and 
of  the  progress  through  it  of  Russian  influence  .  ...  it  contains  a  large  amount 
of  valuable  information." — Tiines. 

"A  lucidly  written,  and  apparently  accurate  account  of  Turkestan,  its  geo- 
graphical features  and  its  history.  Its  worth  to  the  reader  is  further  enhanced 
by  a  well-executed  m.ip,  based  on  the  most  recent  Russian  surveys." — Glasgoiv 
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Helvig  (Captain  Hugo). 

THE  OPERATIONS  OF  THE  BAVARIAN  ARMY 

CORPS.      Translated  by  Captain   G.    S.  Schwabe.     With  Five 
large  Maps.     In  2  vols.     Demy  8vo.     245-. 

This  is  one  of  Messrs.  Henry  S.  King  and  Co.'s  Series  of  [Mili- 
tary Books. 

"  It  contains  much  material  that  may  prove  useful  to  the  future  historian  of 
the  war  ;  and  it  is,  on  the  whole,  written  in  a  spirit  of  fairness  and  impartiality. 
....  It  only  remains  to  say  that  the  work  is  enriched  by  some  excellent  large 
scale  maps,  and  that  the  translator  has  performed  his  work  most  creditably." — 
AtheTusum. 

"  An  instructive  work." —  Westminster  Reviezv. 

"Captain  Schwabe  has  done  well  to  translate  it,  and  his  translation  is  ad- 
mirably executed." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 


Hinton  (James),  late  Aural  Surgeon  to  Guy's  Hospital. 

THE  PLACE  OF  THE  PHYSICIAN.  Being  the  Intro- 
ductory Lecture  at  Guy's  Hospital,  1873-74;  to  which  is  added 
Essays  on  the  Law  of  Human  Life,  and  on  the  Rela- 
tion BETWEEN  Organic  and  Inorganic  Worlds.  Crown 
8vo.     3J-.  ^d. 

Mr.  Hinton  claims  for  physicians  that  through  the  necessary 
relations  of  their  special  knowledge  to  all  other,  they  stand  in  the 
attitude  of  teachers  to  every  other  class  of  men,  especially  to  those 
whose  business  lies  with  the  most  important  spheres  of  human  life, 
but  if  the  physician  is  a  teacher,  he  is  surely  also  on  every  hand  a 
learner. 

PHYSIOLOGY  FOR  PRACTICAL  USE.  By  various 
Writers.  Second  Edition.  With  50  Illustrations.  2  vols.  Crown 
8vo.     I2J-.  6d. 

"A  more  clear,  valuable,  and  well-informed  set  of  treatises  we  never  saw 
than  these,  which  are  bound  up  into  two  compact  and  readable  volumes.  And 
they  are  pleasant  reading,  too,  as  well  as  useful  reading." — Literary  Churchnta?i. 

"We  can  heartily  recommend  these  instructive  essays  to  our  readers,  being 
sure  that  no  one  who  begins  them  will  lay  them  down  without  having  gained 
some  knowledge. " — Liverpool  A  Ibion. 

"^Ve  never  saw  the  popular  side  of  the  science  of  phj^siology  better  explained 
than  it  is  in  these  two  thin  volumes." — Standard. 

"It  has  certainly  been  edited  with  great  care.  Physiological  treatises  we 
have  had  in  great  number,  but  not  one  work,  we  believe,  which  so  thoroughly 
appeals  to  all  classes  of  the  community  as  the  present.  Everything  has  appa- 
rently been  done  to  render  the  work  really  practical  and  Vi%&i\x\."— Civil Serznce 
Gazette. 

AN  ATLAS  OF  DISEASES  OF  THE  MEMBRANA 
TYMPANI.     With  Descriptive  Text.     Post  8va    ;^6  6x. 

The  drawings  in  this  volume  are  entirely  done  by  hand,  and  the 
author  is  able  to  say  of  them  that  they  have  been  executed  with  a 
fidelity  and  perfectness  that  has  at  least  equalled  his  most  sanguine 
expectations. 
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Hinton  (James). 

THE    QUESTIONS    OF    AURAL    SURGERY,     Posl 

8vo.     With  Illustrations.      I2s.  6d. 

The  author's  design  is  to  lay  before  the  reader  the  general  aspeci 
of  disease  when  it  affects  the  ear ;  to  mention  the  best  establish  eel 
results  of  examination  and  methods  of  treatment,  but  above  all  to 
suggest  the  many  problems  which  they  open  out. 

Hockley  (W.  B.) 

TALES  OF  THE  ZENANA  ;  OR,  A  NUWAB'S 
LEISURE  HOURS.  By  the  Author  of  "  Pandurang  H.ari." 
^Yith  a  Preface  by  Lord  Stanley  of  Alderley.    2  vols.    Cr.  8vo.   2is. 

"  Love,  warlike  adventures,  and  a  thirst  for  wealth  form  the  su*l)stanlial 
motives  of  each  tale,  but  there  is  no  sameness  of  incident  or  character.  .  _  .  - 
The  coulenr  locale  is  carefully  preserved,  the  incidents  are  characteristic  of 
Hindoo  and  Mohammedan  life,  the  scenes  and  adventures  are  varied,  while  ihe 
interest  is  so  artfully  sustained  that  the  reader  is  not  wearied,  nor  is  he  often 
able  to  guess  at  the  climax.  .  .  .  Finally,  we  may  fairly  rank  thi.s  as.  an 
original  book,  more  abidingly  entertaining  and  instructive  than  many  works  by 
'  brilliant '  authors  of  fifty  times  its  pretensions." — Spectator. 

Hoffbauer  (Captain). 

THE  GERMAN  ARTILLERY  IN  THE  BATTLES 
NEAR  METZ.  Based  on  the  official  reports  of  the  German 
Artillery.  Translated  by  Capt.  E.  O.  Hollist.  Demy  8vo.  With 
Map  and  Plans,     lis. 

This  is  one  of  the  volumes  in  Messrs.  Henry  S.  King  and  Co.'s 
Military  Series. 

"  Captain  HofTbauer's  style  is  much  more  simple  and  agreeable  than  those  of 
many  of  his  comrades  and  fellow  authors,  and  it  suffers  nothing  in  the  hands  oF 
Captain  Hollist,  whose  translation  is  close  and  faithful.  He  has  given  the 
general  public  a  readable  and  instructive  book  ;  whilst  to  his  brother  officers^, 
Avho  have  a  special  professional  interest  in  the  subject,  its  value  cannot  well  be 
overrated .  "—yi  <rrtfl'i?;/?>'. 

Holroyd   (Captain  W.  R.   M.),  Bengal   Staff   Corps, 

Director  of  Public  Instruction,  Punjab. 

TAS-HIL  UL  KALAM;  OR,  HINDUSTANI  MADE 
EASY.     Crown  8vo.     5^. 

This  work  comprises  lessons  progressively  arranged,  a  concise 
grammar,  exercises  for  translation,  and  a  vocabulaiy. 

"  As  clear  and  as  instructive  as  possible." — Standard. 

"Contains  a  great  deal  of  most  necessary  information,  that  is  not  to  be  founc^ 
in  any  other  work  on  the  subject  that  has  crossed  our  path." — Home^vard  MaiL 

Hooper  (Mrs.  G.) 

THE  HOUSE  OFRABY.  Crown  8vo.,  with  a  Frontis- 
piece.    3i-.  6d. 

One  of  the  volumes  of  the  Cornhill  Library  of  Fiction. 
"A  work  of  singular  truthfulne.ss,  originality,  and  power." — Morjiing  P&if. 
"Exceedingly  well  written." — Exaiulncr. 
"  A  well  told  and  interesting  story." — Academy. 

Hooper  (Mary). 

LITTLE  DINNERS:  HOW  TO  SERVE  TKEM 
WITH  ELEGANCE  AND  ECONOMY.  Seventh  Edition. 
I  vol.     Crown  8vo.     5j. 

Shows  how  the  best  use  can  be  made  of  cheap  material,  anc3 
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helps  to  revive  Avhat  threatens  to  become  a  lost  art  in  the 
home. 

"  We  ought  not  to  omit  the  mention  of  several  very  good  recipes  which  Mrs. 
Hooper  vouchsafes  us— ^..§-.,  rump-steak  pudding,  sheep's-head,  Scotch  fashion, 
devilled  fowl,  rich  plum-pudding,  neck  of  venison  cooked  in  a  V  oven,  how  to 
cook  whitebait,  and  how  to  '  scollop  oysters.'  She  has  good  hints  about  salmi 
of  wild  duck,  and  her  caution  on  the  deliberate  preparation  of  the  sauce  for  the 
same  delicacy,  roasted,  assures  us  that— given  the  means  and  the  heart  to 
put  her  knowledge  in  practice— she  undeniably  knows  what  is  good." — Saturday 
Kez'iew. 

"  To  read  this  book  gives  the  reader  an  appetite."— iVi?/'^.?  and  Queries. 

"  A  ver>- e.xcellent  little  book.  ...  a  capital  help  to  any  housekeeper  who 
'_  interests  herself  in  her  kitchen  and  her  cook." — Vatu'ty  Fair. 

Hope  (Lieut.  James). 

IN  QUEST  OF  COOLIES.  With  Illustrations.  Crov^-n 
Svo.      6.r. 

The  author  has  simply  told  the  tale  of  his  own  adventures  in  the 
South  Seas,  believing  that  in  the  discussion  on  the  Coolie  system 
evidence  at  first  hand  will  have  some  value. 

Hopkins  (Manley). 

THE  PORT  OF  REFUGE;  or,  Counsel  and  Aid  to 
Shipmasters  in  Difficulty,  Doubt,  or  Distress.  Crown 
Svo.    6.-. 

Subjects  : — The  Shipmaster's  Position  and  Duties. — Agents 
and  Agency. — Average. — Uottomry,  and  other  Means  of  Raising 
Money. — The  Charter-Party,  and  Bill-of- Lading. — Stoppage  in 
Transitu  ;  and  the  Shipowner's  Lien. — Collision. 

"  A  most  useful  book." — IVcstiniiister  RcTieiv. 

"  Master-mariners  will  find  it  well  worth  while  to  avail  themselves  of  its 
teachings." — United  Service  Magazine. 

"  Combines,  in  quite  a  marvellous  manner,  a  fulness  of  information  which  wiK 
make  it  perfectly  indispensable  in  the  captain's  book-case,  and  equally  suitable 
to  the  gentleman's  library." — Iron. 

Howard  (Mary  M.),  Author  of  "  Brampton  Rectory." 

BEATRICE  AYLMER  AND  OTHER  TALES.  Crown 
Svo.    6^. 

"These  tales  possess  considerable  merit." — Court  yournal. 
"  A  neat  and  chatty  little  volume."— Hour. 

Howard  (Rev.  G.  B.) 

A  LEGEND  OF  ST.  PAUL'S.     Fcap.  Svo.     4.;.  6d. 

Howe  (Cupples),  Master  Mariner. 

THE  DESERTED  SHIP.  A  Real  Story  of  the  Atlantic. 
Illustrated  by  Townley  Green.     Crown  Svo.     3^-.  6d. 

One  of  Messrs.  Henry  S.  King  and  Co.'s  2^.  6d.  Books  for  the 
Young. 

"Curious  adventures  with  bears,  seals,  and  other  Arctic  animals,  and  with 
scarcely  more  human  Esquimaux,  form  the  mass  of  material  with  which  the 
stor>'  deals,  and  will  much  interest  boys  who  have  a  spice  of  romance  in  their 
composition." — Courant. 
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Howell  (James). 

A  TALE  OF  THE  SEA,  SONNETS,  AND  OTHER 
POEMS.     Fcap.  8vo.     5^. 

"  Mr.  Howell  has  a  keen  perception  of  the  beauties  of  nature,  and  a  just 
appreciation  of  the  charities  of  life.  .  .  .  Mr.  Howell's  book  deserves,  and  will 
probably  receive,  a  warm  reception." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Hughes  (Allison). 

PENELOPE  AND  OTHER  POEMS.  Fcap.Svo.  i^.dd, 

"  In  the  shape  they  assume,  there  is  much  to  challenge  admiration,  much 
praise,  and  some  absolute  accomplishment.  If  the  verse  moves  stiffly,  it  is 
because  the  substance  is  rich  and  carefully  wrought.  That  artistic  regard  for 
the  value  of  words,  which  is  characteristic  of  the  best  modern  workmanship,  is 
apparent  in  every  composition,  and  the  ornament,  even  when  it  might  be  pro- 
nounced excessive,  is  tasteful  in  arrangement." — Ai/ienceum. 

Hull  (Edmund  C.  P.) 

THE  EUROPEAN  IN  INDIA.  A  Hand-book  of  Practical 
Information  for  those  proceeding  to,  or  residing  in,  the  East  Indies, 
relating  to  Outfits,  Routes,  Time  for  Departure,  Indian  Climate, 
&c.  With  a  Medical  Guide  for  Anglo-Indians.  Being  a 
Compendium  of  Advice  to  Europeans  in  India,  relating  to  the  Pre- 
servation and  Regulation  of  Health.  By  R.  R.  S.  Mair,  M.  D. , 
F.  R.  C.  S.  E. ,  late  Deputy  Coroner  of  Madras.  Second  Edition, 
Revised  and  Corrected.     In  i  vol.     Post  8vo.     6s. 

"  Full  of  all  sorts  of  useful  information  to  the  English  settler  or  traveller  in 
India. " — Standard. 

"  One  of  the  most  valuable  books  ever  published  in  India — valuable  for  its 
sound  information,  its  careful  array  of  pertinent  facts,  and  its  sterling  common 
sense.  It  supplies  a  want  which  few  persons  may  have  discovered,  but  which 
everybody  will  at  once  recognise  when  once  the  contents  of  the  book  have  been 
mastered.     The  medical  part  of  the  work  is  invaluable." — Calcutta  Guardia>i. 

Hutton  (James). 

MISSIONARY  LIFE  IN  THE  SOUTHERN  SEAS. 

With  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.     "js.  6d. 

This  is  an  historical  record  of  mission  work  by  the  labourers  of 
all  denominations  in  Tahiti — the  Hervey,  the  Austral,  the  Samoa 
or  Navigator's,  the  Sandwich,  Friendly,  and  Fiji  Islands,  «S:c. 

*'  The  narrative  is  calm,  sensible,  and  manly,  and  preserves  many  interesting 
facts  in  a  convenient  shape." — Literary  Clnirchviaji. 

Ingelow  (Jean). 

THE  LITTLE  WONDER-HORN.  A  Second  Series  of 
"  Stories  Told  to  a  Child."  With  Fifteen  Illustrations.  Square 
24mo.     y.  6d. 

"We  like  all  the  contents  of  the  'Little  Wonder-Horn'  very  much." — 
A  thetusmii. 

"We  recommend  it  with  confidence." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"  Full  of  fresh  and  vigorous  fancy  :  it  is  worthy  of  the  author  of  some  of  the 
best  o-f  our  modern  verse." — Standard. 

OFF  THE  SKELLIGS.  (Her  First  Romance.)  4  vols. 
Crovm  8vo.    42 j. 

^"Clever and  sparkling." — Standard. 

"  We  read  each  succeeding  volume  with  increasing  interest,  going  almost  to 
he  point  of  wishing  there  was  a  fifth.."— A  thenteum. 
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International  Scientific  Series  (The). 

I.  THE  FORMS  OF  WATER  IN  CLOUDS  AND 
RIVERS,  ICE  AND  GLACIERS.  By  J.  Tyndall, 
LL.D.,  F.R.S.  Wth  Twenty-six  Illustrations.  Fourth 
Edition.  5^. 
II.  PHYSICS  AND  POLITICS;  or,  Thoughts  on  the 
Application  of  the  Principles  of  "  Natural  vSelec- 
TioN  "  AND  "Inheritance"  to  Political  Society. 
By  Walter  Bagehot.     Second  Edition,     a^. 

III.  FOODS.      By  Edward  Smith,  M.D.,  LL.B.,  F.R.S.     Pro- 

fusely Illustrated.     Third  Edition,     ^s. 

IV.  MIND   AND   BODY  :    The  Theories  of  their  Rela- 

tion.     By  Alexander  Bain,  LL.D.      Third  Edition.     With 
Four  Illustrations.     4J. 
V.  THE    STUDY   OF  SOCIOLOGY.     By  Herbert  Spencer. 
Third  Edition,     ^s. 

VI.  ON  THE  CONSERVATION  OF  ENERGY.  By 
Balfour  Stewart,  M.D.,  LL.D.,  F.R.S.  With  Fourteen 
Engravings.     Third  Edition.     5x, 

VII.  ANIMAL  LOCOMOTION;  or,  Walking,  Swimming,  and 
Flying.     By  J.  B.  Pettigrew,  M.D.,  F.R.S.     Second  Edition. 
With  119  Illustrations.     5^-. 
VIII.  RESPONSIBILITY    IN    MENTAL    DISEASE.      By 
Henr)'  Maudsley,  M.D.     Second  Edition,     ^s. 

IX.  THE  NEW  CHEMISTRY.  By  Professor  Josiah  P. 
Cooke,  of  the  Harvard  University.  Second  Edition.  With 
Thirty-one  Illustrations,     ^s. 

X.  THE  SCIENCE  OF  LAW.     By  Professor  Sheldon  Amos. 
Second  Edition.     5^-. 

XL  ANIMAL  MECHANISM.  A  Treatise  on  Terrestrial  and 
Aerial  Locomotion.     By  Professor  E.  J.  Marey.     With   117 

Illustrations.     Second  Edition.     5^-. 

XII.  THE  DOCTRINE  OF  DESCENT  AND  DAR- 
WINISM. By  Professor  Oscar  Schmidt  (Strasburg  Univer- 
sity). Second  Edition.  With  26  Illustrations.  5^-. 
XIII.  THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  CONFLICTS  BETWEEN 
RELIGION  AND  SCIENCE.  By  Professor  J.  W. 
Draper.     Second  Edition.     5j-. 

XIV.  FUNGI ;  their  Nature,  Influences,  Uses,  &c.  By  M.  C  Cooke, 
M.A.,  LL.D.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  M.  J.  Berkeley,  M.A., 
F.L.  S.  Crown  8 vo.  With  numerous  Illustration.s.  5^. 
XV.  THE  CHEMICAL  EFFECTS  OF  LIGHT,  AND 
PHOTOGRAPHY.  By  Dr.  Hermann  Vogel  (Polytechnic 
Academy  of  Berlin).     With  74  Illustrations,     ^s. 

XVI.   OPTICS.     By  Professor  Lommel.     Profusely  Illustrated. 


A  Dcscripivc  Catalogue  of 


Forthcoming  Volumes. 

Mons.    VAN    BENEDEN.      On 

Animal  Parasites  and  Messmates  in  the 
Animal  Kingdom. 

Prof.  W.  KINGDOM  CLIF- 
FORD, M.A.  The  First  Principles  of 
the  Exact  Sciences  explained  to  the  non- 
mathematical. 

Prof.  T.  H.  HUXLEY,  LL.D., 
F.R.S.  Bodily  IMotion  and  Conscious- 
ness. 

Dr.  W.  B.  CARPENTER,  LL.D. 
F.R.S.  The  Physical  Geography  of  the 
Sea. 


Prof.  WILLIAM  ODLING, 
F.R.S.  The  Old  Chemistry  viewed 
from  the  New  Standpoint. 

W.  LAUDER  LINDSAY,  M.D., 
F.R.S.E.     Mind  in  the  Lower  Animals. 

Sir  JOHN  LUBBOCK,  Bart., 
F.R.S.     The  Antiquity  of  Man. 

Prof.W.T.THISELTON  DYER, 
B.A.,  B.Sc.  Form  and  Habit  in  Flower- 
ing Plants. 

Mr.    J.    N.    LOCKYER,    F.R.S. 

Spectrum  Analysis. 

Prof.  MICHAELFOSTER,M.D. 

Protoplasm  and  the  Cell  Theory. 

Prof.  W.   STANLEY  JEVONS. 

Money :    and    the    Jvlechanism    of   Ex- 
change. 

H.  CHARLTON  BASTIAN, 
M.D.,  F.R.S.  The  Brain  as  an  Organ 
of  Mind. 

Prof.  A.  C.  RAMSAY,  LL.D., 
F.R.S.  Earth  Sculpture  :  Hills,  Val- 
leys, Mountams,  Plains,  Rivers,  Lakes  ; 
how  they  were  Produced,  and  how  they 
have  been  Destroyed. 

Prof.     RUDOLPH     VIRCHOW 

(Berlin    Univ.)      Morbid    Physiological 
Action. 

Prof.      CLAUDE      BERNARD. 

Physical  and  Metaphysical  Phenomena 
of  Life. 

Prof.  H.  SAINTE-CLAIR:E  DE- 
VILLE.  An  Introduction  to  General 
Chemistry. 

Prof.  WURTZ.  Atoms  and  the 
Atomic  Theory. 

Prof.  DE  QUATREFAGES.  The 
Negro  Races. 

Prof.      LACAZE  -  DUTHIERS. 

Zoology  since  Cuvier. 


Prof.  BERT  HELOT.  Chemical 
Sj'nthesls. 

Prof.  J.  ROSENTHAL.  Genera! 
Physiolog}'  of  Muscles  and  Nerves. 

Prof.  JAMES  D.  DANA,  M.A., 
LL.D.  On  Cephalization  ;  or,  Head- 
Characters  in  the  Gradation  and  Progress 
of  Life. 

Prof.    S.   W.    JOHNSON,    M.A. 

On  the  Nutrition  of  Plants. 

Prof.  AUSTIN  FLINT,  Jr.  M.D. 

The  Nervous  System  and  its  Relation  to 
the  Bodily  Functions. 

Prof.  W.  p.  WHITNEY.  Modem 
Linguistic  Science. 

Prof.  BERNSTEIN  (University  of 
Halle).     Physiology  of  the  Senses. 

Prof.       FERDINAND       COHN 

(Breslau    Univ.)      Thallophj'tes   (Algse, 
Lichens,  Fungi). 

Prof.  HERMANN  (University  of 
Zurich).     Respu-ation. 

Prof.  LEUCKART  (University  of 
Leipsic).  Outlines  of  Animal  Organiza- 
tion. 

Prof.  LIEBREICH  (University  of 

Beilin).     Outlines  of  Toxicology. 

Prof.  KUNDT  (University  of  Stras- 
burg).     On  Sound. 

Prof.  REES(UniversItyofErlangen). 
On  Parasitic  Plants. 

Prof.  STEINTHAL  (University  of 
Berlin).  Outlines  of  the  Science  of  Lan- 
guage. 

P.  BERT  (Professor  of  Physiology'-, 
Paris).  Forms  of  Life  and  other  Cosmical 
Conditions. 


E.  ALGLAVE  (Professor  of  Consti- 
tutional and  Administrative  Law  at  Douai, 
and  of  Political  Economy  at  Lille).  The 
Primitive  Elements  of  Pohtical  Constitu- 
tions. 

P.  LORAIN  (Professor  of  Medicine, 
Paris).     Modern  Epidemics. 

Prof.SCHUTZENBERGER(DI- 

rector  of  the  Chemical  Laboratory  at  the 
Sorbonne).     On  Fermentations. 

Mons.  FREIDEL.  The  Functions 
of  Organic  Chemistry. 

Mons.  DEBRAY.    Precious  Metals. 

Mons.  P.  BLASERNA  (Professor 

in  the  University  of  Rome  ■.     On  Sound 
the  Organs  of  Voice  and  of  Hearing. 
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Jackson  (T.  G.) 

MODERN  GOTHIC  ARCHITECTURE.  Crown 
8vo.     5j. 

The  author  desires  to  induce  some  to  pause  in  the  midst  of  the 
revival  of  Gothic  architecture,  which  is  being  so  assiduously  pro- 
moted, and  to  consider  candidly  what  useful  end  the  revival  is  to 
serve,  and  what  solid  advantage  society  has  hitherto  obtained 
from  it. 

"  The  reader  will  find  some  of  the  most  important  doctrines  of  eminent  art 
teachers  practically  applied  in  this  little  book,  which  is  well  written  and  popular 
in  ityle." — Manchester  Examiner. 

This  thoughtful  little  book  is  »vorthy  of  the  perusal  of  all  interested  in  art  or 
architecture." — Standard. 

Jacob  (Maj.-Gen.  Sir  G.  Le  Grand),  K.C.S.I.,  C.B. 

WESTERN  INDIA  BEFORE  AND  DURING  THE 
MUTINIES.  Pictures  drawn  from  life.  Second  Edition.  Crown 
Svo.     70.  6d. 

"The  most  important  contribution  to  the  history  of  Western  India  during  the 
Mutinies  which  has  yet,  in  a  popular  form,  been  made  public." — Athoueiun. 

"  Few  men  more  competent  than  himself  to  speak  authoritatively  concerning 
Indian  affairs." — Standard. 

Jenkins  (E.)  and  Raymond  (J.),  Esqrs.,  Barristers- 
at-law. 

A  LEGAL  HANDBOOK  FOR  ARCHITECTS, 
BUILDERS,  AND  BUILDING  OWNERS.  Second 
Edition  Revised.     Crown  8vo.     6j-. 

A  practical  handbook  for  the  man  who  wishes  to  build,  the  man 
who  designs,  and  the  man  who  erects  the  building. 

"We  can  confidently  recommend  this  book  to  all  engaged  in  the  building 
trade>." — Edinburgh  Daily  Revicio. 

"Architects,  builders,  and  especially  the  building  public,  will  find  the  volume 
very  useful." — Freeman. 

Jenkins  (Edward),  M.P. 

GLANCES  AT  INNER  ENGLAND.  A  Lecture  de- 
livered in  the  United  .States  and  Canada.     Crown  Svo.     5^'. 

"These  'glances'  exhibit  much  of  the  author's  characteristic  discrimination 
and  judgment." — Edinburgh  C  on  rant. 

"  Cleverly  written,  full  of  terse  adages  and  rapier-like  epigrams  it  is  ;  thought- 
ful and  just  it  is  in  many  respects." — Echo. 

"  Eloquent  and  epigrammatic." — Illustrated  Review. 

GINX'S  BABY:  HIS  BIRTH  AND  OTHER  MIS- 
FORTUNES.    Thirty-fourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     2s. 

LUCHMEE  AND  DILLO.  A  Story  of  West  Indian  Life. 
2  vols.     Demy  Svo.     Illustrated.  \_Prepa7'in^. 

LITTLE     HODGE.      A    Christmas    Coimtry  Carol.     Four- 
teenth Thousand.     With  Five  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.     5^-. 
A  Cheap  Edition  in  paper  covers,  price  \s. 

LORD    BANTAM.     Seventh  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  (id. 
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Kaufmann  (Rev.  M.),  B.A. 

SOCIALISM:  its  Nature,  its  Dangers,  and  its  Remedies  con- 
sidered.    Crown  8vo.    7^-.  6r/. 

This  volume,  on  the  one  hand,  is  addressed  to  the  capitalists 
against  whom  the  International  and  kindred  affiliations  are  direct- 
ing their  open  attacks  and  secret  combinations  ;  on  the  other  hand 
it  is  addressed  to  those  enlightened  leaders  of  the  labouring  classes, 
who  can  see  no  other  means  of  salvation  for  the  working  man  thaa 
the  destruction  of  the  capital  and  influence  of  the  middle  and  upper 
classes. 

"  Of  great  importance  and  full  of  instructive  matter.  .  .  .  We  do  not  hesitate 
to  recommend  it  to  all  readers  interested  in  the  important  subjects  of  which  it 
treats."— Mr.  T.  E.  Cliffe  Leslie,  in  the  Academy. 

"■  A  really  complete  theory  upon  the  question.  .  .  .  Without  assuming  the 
authority  of  all  he  (Dr.  Schaffle)  urges,  as  explained  by  his  English  editor,  we 
feel  it  would  be  difficult  to  recommend  to  those  more  especially  interested  a 
better  or  more  conscientious  summing  up  of  the  entire  arguments  on  both  sides.  "^ 
— Stafidard. 

Keating  (Mrs.). 

HONOR  BLAKE  :  The  Story  of  a  Plain  Woman. 
2  vols.     Crown  8vo.     i\s. 

"  One  of  the  best  novels  we  have  met  with  for  some  time." — MorJiing  Post. 
I"  A  story  which  must  do  good  to  all,  young  and  old,  who  read  it." — Daily 
News. 

Ker  (David). 

ON  THE  ROAD  TO  KHIVA.  Illustrated  with  Photo- 
graphs of  the  Country  and  its  Inhabitants,  and  a  copy  of  the  Official 
Map  in  use  during  the  Campaign,  from  the  Survey  of  Captain 
Leusilin.     i  vol.     Post  8vo.      \2s. 

"  Though  it  is  a  graphic  and  thoughtful  sketch,  we  refer  to  it,  in  some  degree, 
for  reasons  apart  from  its  intrinsic  merits.  .  .  .  He  (the  author)  has  satisfied 
us  that  he  was  not  the  impudent  impostor  he  seemed  to  be  ;  and  though  he  did 
not  witness  the  fall  of  Khiva,  he  travelled  through  a  great  part  of  Central  Asia, 
and  honestly  tried  to  accomplish  his  task.  .  .  .  His  work,  we  have  said,  is  an 
able  resianc  of  genuine  observation  and  reflection,  which  will  well  repay  a 
reader's  attention." — Ti7ites. 

"A  pleasant  book  of  travels.  It  is  exceedingly  smart  and  clever,  full  of 
amusing  anecdotes  and  graphic  descriptions." — Vanity  Fair. 

THE  BOY  SLAVE  IN  BOKHARA.  A  Tale  of  Central 
Asia.     Crown  8vo.     With  Illustrations.     5^. 

One  of  Messrs.  Henry  S.  King  and  Co.'s  ^s.  Books  for  the 
Young. 

In  this  work  real  scenes  are  grouped  round  an  imaginary  hero  ;. 
genuine  information  is  conveyed  in  a  more  attractive  form  than  that 
of  a  mere  dry  statistical  report. 

"  Ostap  Danilevitch  Kostarenko,  the  Russian  who  is  supposed  to  relate  the 
story,  has  a  great  number  of  adventures,  and  passes  by  dint  of  courage  and 
ability  from  a  state  of  slavery  to  one  of  independence.  Will  prove  attractive  to 
hoys,."— Pall  Mall  Gazette, 
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King  (Alice). 

A  CLUSTER  OF  LIVES.     Ciowti  8vo.     p.  6d. 

Contents.  —  Vittoria  Colonna  —  Madame  Recamier  —  A 
Daughter  of  the  Stuarts — Dante — Madame  de  Sevigne — Geofifrey 
Chaucer — Edmund  Spenser — Captain  Cook's  Companion — Ariosto 
— Lucrezia  Borgia — Petrarch — Cervantes — Joan  of  Arc — Galileo — 
Madame  Cottin — Song  of  the  Bird  in  the  Garden  of  Armida. 

"It  is  not  every  \vTiter  who  possesses  the  faculty  of  leaving  clear  impressions 
of  his  or  her  personages  upon  the  minds  of  readers.  This,  however,  is  done, 
and  well  done,  by  the  writer  of  the  volume  before  us." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"  A  little  collection  of  historical  biographies  ....  very  gracefully  written, 
....  brilliant  and  striking  in  scenes  and  costumes,  wonderfully  accurate  as 
to  facts,  sensible  and  correct  in  reflection." — Literary  Chtirchman. 

King  (Mrs.  Hamilton). 

THE  DISCIPLES.  A  New  Poem,  Second  Edition,  with 
some  Notes.     Crown  8vo.     7^.  dd, 

"A  ver^'  remarkable  poem.  The  writer  does  not  seem  so  much  to  compose, 
as  to  breathe  it  forth  ;  it  is  the  fruit  of  intense  personal  feeling  ;  it  glows  with 
the  fires  of  an  absolute  conviction.  It  is  a  hj-mn  of  praise,  a  chaunt  of  sorrow, 
suffering,  and  glory.  .  .  .  We  feel  when  we  have  read  a  few  pages  that  we  are 
in  the  presence  of  something  strange  to  us,  of  something  large  and  deep,  of  much 
more  devotion,  love,  and  faith,  tluin  we  are  accustomed  to,  .  .  .  That  Mrs. 
King's  love  for  Mazzmi  has  prompted  her  to  write  a  poem  apart  from  other 
poems — original,  touching,  and  ennobling — will,  we  think,  be  evident  to  any 
one  who  will  read  the  first  few  pages  of  her  book." — Saturday  Revieiv. 

"Throughout  it  breathes  restrained  passion  and  lofty  sentiment,  which  flow 
out  now  and  then  as  a  stream  widening  to  bless  the  lands,  into  powerful  music." 
British  Qtuirterly  Review. 

ASPROMONTE,  AND  OTHER  POEMS.  Second 
Edition.     Cloth,  4^-.  dd. 

"  The  volume  is  anonymous,  but  there  is  no  reason  for  the  author  to  be 
ashamed  of  it.  The  'Poems  of  Italy'  are  evidently  inspired  by  genuine  enthu- 
siasm in  the  cause  espoused  ;  and  ome  of  them,  'The  E.xecution  of  Felice  Orsini,' 
has  much  poetic  merit,  the  event  celebrated  being  told  with  dramatic  force," — 
A  thsnceum. 

"  The  verse  is  fluent  and  free." — Spectator. 

Kingsford  (Rev.  F.  W.),  M.  A.,  Vicar  of  St.  Thomas's, 

Stamford  Hill ;  late  Chaplain  H,  E.  I.  C.  (Bengal  Presidency). 

HARTHAM  CONFERENCES  ;  or,  Discussions  upon 
some  of  the  Religious  Topics  of  the  Day.  "  Audi  alteram  partem." 
Cro\\Ti  8vo.     3.r.  6^. 

Contents  : — Introductory. — The  Real  Presence — Confession. — 
Ritualism. 
"Able  and  interesting." — Church  Times. 

Knight  (Annette  F.  C.) 

POEMS.     Fcap.  8vo.     Cloth.     5^. 

' '  The  pleasant  writer  of  these  pleasant  pages  excels  chiefly  in  poetical  imagery, 
in  tracing  the  analysis  of  mind  and  matter,  and  in  giving  beautiful  expression 
to  the  most  beautiful  feehngs  of  our  nature," — Standard. 
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Lacordaire  (Rev.  Pere). 

LIFE  :   Conferences  delivered  at  Toulouse.     Crown  8vo.     6s, 

"  Let  the  serious  reader  cast  his  eye  upon  any  single  page  in  this  volume, 
and  he  will  find  there  words  which  will  arrest  his  attention  and  give  him  a 
desire  to  know  more  of  the  teachings  of  this  worthy  follower  of  the  saintly 
St.  Dominick." — Morning  Post. 

Laurie  (J.  S.),  of  the  Inner  Temple,  Barrister-at-Law ; 
formerly  H.  ]M.  Inspector  of  Schools,  England ;  Assistant  Royal 
Commissioner,  Ireland  ;  Special  Commissioner,  African  Settlement ; 
Director  of  Public  Instruction,  Ceylon. 

EDUCATIONAL  COURSE  OF  SECULAR  SCHOOL 
BOOKS  FOR  INDIA. 

"  These  valuable  little  works  will  prove  of  real  service  to  many  of  our  readers, 
especially  to  those  who  intend  entering  the  Civil  Service  of  India."— C?V// 
Service  Gazette. 

TJiefoIIozmng  Worh  are  now  ready : — 
THE   FIRST    HINDUSTANI    READER.     Stiff  linen  wrapper,  6^/. 
THE  SECOND  HINDUSTANI  READER.     StifFlinen  wrapper,  6^. 

GEOGRAPHY  OF  INDIA;  with  Maps  and  Historical  Appendix, 
tracing  the  growth  of  the  British  Empire  in  Hindustan.  128  pp.  fcap.  8vo. 
Cloth,  \s.  6d. 

In  the  press  : — 

ELEMENTARY   GEOGRAPHY   OF    INDIA. 

FACTS  AND  FEATURES  OF  INDIAN  HISTORY,  in  a  series 
of  alternating  Reading  Lessons  and  Memory  Exercises. 

Laymann  (Captain),  Instructor  of  Tactics  at  the  Military 
College,  Neisse. 

THE  FRONTAL  ATTACK  OF  INFANTRY.  Trans- 
lated  by  Colonel  Edward  Newdigate.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

"  An  exceedingly  useful  kind  of  book.  A  valuable  acquisition  to  the  military 
student's  library.  It  recounts,  in  the  first  place,  the  opinions  and  tactical  for- 
mations which  regulated  the  German  army  during  the  early  battles  of  the  late 
war ;  explains  how  these  were  modified  in  the  course  of  the  campaign  by  the 
terrible  and  unanticipated  effect  of  the  fire  ;  and  how,  accordingly,  troops  should 
be  trained  to  attack  in  future  wars." — Naval  and  Military  Gazette. 

Leander  (Richard). 

FANTASTIC  STORIES.  Translated  from  the  German  by 
Paulina  B.  Granville.  With  Eight  full-page  Illustrations  by  M.  E. 
Fraser-Tytler.     Crown  Svo.     5^. 

One  of  Messrs.  Henry  S.  King  and  Co.'s  ^s.  Books  for  the  Young. 

"  Short,  quaint,  and,  as  they  are  fitly  called,  fantastic,  they  deal  with  all 
manner  of  subjects." — Gtcardiait. 

"  '  Fantastic'  is  certainly  the  right  epithet  to  apply  to  some  of  these  strange 
tales. " — Examiner. 
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Leathes  (Rev.  Stanley),  M.A. 

THE  GOSPEL  ITS  OWN  WITNESS.  Being  the 
Hoketm  Lectures  for  1873.      I  vol.     Cro\\na  8vo.     ^s. 

This  volume  presents  the  evidential  aspect  of  the  Christian  faith 
in  a  plain,  matter-of-fact,  common-sense  way.  The  author  holds 
that  if  vi'e  are  sincere  disciples  of  Christianity  we  need  not  shrink 
from,  being  advocates  likewise,  so  long  as  we  do  not  suffer  our 
advocacy  to  waq:)  our  judgment. 

Lee  (Rev.   Frederick  George),   D.C.L. 

GLIMPSES  OF  THE  SUPERNATURAL.  Being 
Facts,  Records,  and  Traditions,  relating  to  Dreams,  Omens,  Mira- 
culous Occurrences,  Apparitions,  Wraiths,  Warnings,  Second- 
si^ht.  Necromancy,  Witchcraft,  <N:c.     2  vols.     Crown  !Svo.      15^'. 

Lee  (Holme). 

HER  TITLE  OF  HONOUR:  a  Book  for  Girls.  New 
Eflition-     Crown  Svo.,  with  a  Frontispiece.     5^-. 

Lenoir  (J.) 

FAYOUM;  OR,  ARTISTS  IN  EGYPT.  A  Tour  with 
AL  Gerome  and  others.    Crown  Svo.    With  13  Illustrations.    ']$.  bd. 

"  The  book  is  very  amusing.   .    .   Whoever  may  take  it  up  will  find  he  has 
'  with,  him  a  bright  and  pleasant  companion." — Spectator. 

"  \  pleasantly  written  and  very  readable  book." — Exainitier. 

Listado  (J.  T.) 

CIVIL    SERVICE.     A  Xovek     2  vols.     CroAvn  Svo.     21s. 

*'  A  very  charming  and  amusing  stor^-.  .  .  The  characters  are  all  well  drawn 
and  iife-like.  .  .  It  is  with  no  ordinary  skill  that  Mr.  Listado  has  drawn  the 
character  of  Hugh  Haughton,  full  as  he  is  of  scheming  and  subtleties.  .  .  The 
plat  is.  jvorked  out  with  great  skill  and  is  of  no  ordinary  kind." — Civil  Service 
Gazette. 

"  A  story  of  Irish  life,  free  from  burlesque  and  partisanship,  yet  amusingly 
nati^ioaL   .    .   There  is  plenty  of  '  go '  in  the  story." — AtJieinEtun. 

Lorimer  (Peter),  D.D. 

JOHN  KNOX  AND  THE  CHURCH  OF  ENGLAND  : 
His  work  in  her  Pulpit  and  his  influence  upon  her  Liturg}-,  Articles, 
and.  Parties.  A  monograph  founded  upon  several  important  papers 
cf  Kjiox,  never  before  published.     Demy  Svo.      I2j. 

The  author's  A\dsh  has  been  to  let  Knox  himself  be  seen  and 
hjeard  in  his  book,  and  this  all  the  more  that  it  is  wholly  taken  up 
with  the  English  section  of  his  life  and  teaching.  In  drawing  up 
a  fuller  account  than  has  hitherto  been  possible  of  what  this  extra- 
ordiaarj'  .Scotchman  had  been  and  had  done  in  England,  it  seemed 
an  appropriate  aim  to  endeavour  to  awaken  among  English  people 
a  livelier  interest  in  his  person. 
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Lover  (Samuel),  R.H.A. 

THE  LIFE  OF  SAMUEL  LOVER,  R.H.A. ;  Artistic, 
Literary,  and  Musical.  With  Selections  from  his  Unpublished 
Papers  and  Correspondence.  By  Bayle  Bernard.  2  vols.  Post  8vo. 
With  a  Portrait.     2ls. 

Poet,  novelist,  dramatist,  painter,  etcher,  composer,  Samuel 
Lover,  in  an  age  of  speciality,  was  for  more  than  a  quarter  of  a 
century  one  of  its  most  notable  exceptions. 

Lower  (Mark  Antony),  M.A.,  F.S.A. 

WAYSIDE  NOTES  IN  SCANDINAVIA.  Being  Notes 
of  Travel  in  the  North  of  Europe.     Crown  8vo.     ()s. 

This  volume  is  an  account  of  researches  prosecuted,  during  a 
Tour  in  Scandinavia,  in  the  Summer  of  1 873.  It  contains  illustra- 
tions of  the  History,  Antiquities,  Legendary  Lore,  and  Social  Con- 
dition of  Denmark,  Sweden,  and  Norway,  from  Ancient  to  Modern 
Times. 

Lyons  (R.  T.),  Assistant-Surgeon,  Bengal  Army. 

A  TREATISE  ON  RELAPSING  FEVER.  Post  8vo. 
'js.  6d. 

"A  practical  work,  thoroughly  supported  in  its  views  by  a  series  of  remarkable 
cases. " — Standa  rd. 

Macaulay  (James),  M.A.,  M.D.,  Edin. 

IRELAND.  A  Tour  of  Observation,  with  Remarks  on  Irish 
Public  Questions.     Crown  8vo.     7^.  6c/. 

In  the  material  wealth  of  Ireland  are  proofs  of  prosperity  and 
progress,  yet  its  government  remains  the  difficulty  of  statesmen. 
On  the  disturbing  elements — social,  political,  or  religious — the 
author  endeavours  to  show  how  far  each  of  these  classes  of  questions 
affects  the  general  condition  of  the  country. 

"  We  have  rarely  met  a  book  on  Ireland  which  for  impartiality  of  criticism  and 
general  accuracy  of  information  could  be  so  well  recommended  to  the  fair- 
minded  Irish  x^d^Aftx ." —Stajidard . 

■'A  careful  and  instructive  book.  Full  of  facts,  full  of  information,  and  full 
of  interest." — Lite7-ary  Cluirchmaii, 

Mac  Carthy  (Denis  Florence). 

CALDERON'S  DRAMAS.  Translated  from  the  Spanish. 
Post  8vo.     Cloth,  gilt  edges.     \qs. 

These  translations  have  been  made  with  the  utmost  care.  The. 
measures  are  precisely  imitated,  and  are  contained  in  the  exact 
number  of  lines  of  the  original. 

"The  lambent  verse  flows  with  an  ease,  spirit,  and  music  perfectly  natural> 
liberal,  and  harmonious." — Spectator. 

"  It  is  impossible  to  speak  too  highly  of  this  beautiful  work." — MontJu 
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Mac  Donald  (George). 

GUTTA-PERCHA     WILLIE,      THE      WORKING 

GENIUS.  With  Nine  Illustrations  by  Arthur  Hughes.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     35'.  bd. 

One  of  Messrs-  Henry  S.  King  and  Co.'s  3^-.  6d.  Books  for  the 
Young. 

"  The  cleverest  child  we  know  assures  us  she  has  read  this  story  through  five 
times.  Mr.  Macdonald  will,  we  are  convinced,  accept  that  verdict  upon  his- 
little  work  as  ^wA." —Spectato}-. 

MALCOLM.  A  Novel.  Second  Edition.  3  vols.  Crown  8vo. 
31^.  6d. 

"  Mr.  Mac  Donald  has  not  only  put  into  his  (Malcolm's)  mouth  much  of  the 
fine  poetry  of  which  the  book  is  full,  but  has  also  given  to  his  part  active  and 
passive  heroism  of  the  most  romantic  kind.  ...  Of  the  other  characters, 
Duncan,  the  aged  and  blind  Highland  piper,  is  admirably  drawn.  The  inten- 
sity of  his  love  and  hate,  of  his  pride  and  prejudice,  is  brought  out  with  the 
utmost  vividness  in  his  relations  with  Malcolm  and  his  master.  ._  .  .  But 
these  few  and*  slight  blemishes  are  lost  in  the  host  of  beautiful  images  with 
which  Mr.  Mac  Donald  delights  his  readers."— /"a//  Mall  Gazette. 

Mac  Kenna  (Stephen  J.) 

PLUCKY  FELLOWS.  A  Book  for  Boys.  With  Six 
Illustrations.     Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     3^-.  6d. 

One  of  Messrs.  Henry  S.  King  and  Co.'s  y.  6d.  Books  for  the 
Young. 

"This  is  one  of  the  very  best  '  Books  for  Boys'  which  have  been  issued  this, 
y  ear . ' ' — Morning-  A  dvertiser. 
"A  thorough  book  for  boys  .    .  .    written  throughout  in  a  manly  straight- 
fon^'ard  manner  that  is  sure  to  win  the  hearts  of  the  children." — London  Society. 

AT    SCHOOL   WITH  AN   OLD   DRAGOON.     Crown 

8vo.     With  Six  Illustrations.     5.?. 

One  of  Messrs.  Henry-  S.  King  and  Co.'s  ^s.  Books  for  the  Young. 

"Consisting  almost  entirely  of  startling  stories  of  military  adventure.  .  .  . 
Boys  will  find  them  sufficiently  exciting  reading." — Times. 

"  These  yams  give  some  very  spirited  and  interesting  descriptions  of  soldier- 
ing in  various  parts  of  the  world."- — Spectator. 

"  Mr.  Mac  Kenna's  former  work,  '  Plucky  Fellows,'  is  already  a  general 
favourite,  and  those  who  read  the  stories  of  the  Old  Dragoon  will  find  that  he 
has  still  plenty  of  materials  at  hand  for  pleasant  tales,  and  has  lost  none  of  his 
power  in  telling  them  w^W:'— Standard. 

Mair  (R.   S.),  M.D.,  F.R.C.S.E.,  late  Deputy  Coroner 

of  Madras. 

THE    MEDICAL   GUIDE  FOR  ANGLO-INDIANS. 

Being  a  Compendium  of  Advice  to  Europeans  in  India,  relating  to 
the  Preservation  and  Regulation  of  Health.  With  a  Supplement 
on  the  Management  of  Children  in  India.  Cro^^n  8vo.  Limp 
cloth,  1$.  6</. 

"  It  is  impossible  to  speak  too  highly  of  the  '  Medical  Guide,'  and  the  supple- 
mentary matter  now  added  to  it  makes  a  complete  book  of  family  medicine  for 
India." — A  thefueuni. 

"  The  parts  devoted  to  individual  hygiene,  and  to  the  management  (physical 
and  moral)  of  young  children,  are  judiciously  exeaited." — Lancet. 
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Manning  (The  Most  Rev.  Archbishop). 

ESSAYS  ON  RELIGION  AND  LITERATURE.    By 

va.iious  Writers.     Demy  8vo.     \os.  6d, 

Contents  : — The  Philosophy  of  Christianity — Mystic  Elements 
of  Religion  —  Controversy  with  the  Agnostics  —  A  Reasoning 
Thought — Darwinism  brought  to  Book— Mr.  Mill  on  Liberty  of  the 
Press — Christianity  in  relation  to  Society — The  Religious  Condition 
of  Germany — The  Philosophy  of  Bacon — Catholic  Laymen  and. 
vScholastic  Philosophy. 

Marey  (E.  J.) 

ANIMAL    MECHANICS.     A  Treatise  on  Terrestrial  and 
Aerial  Locomotion.     With  117  Illustrations.     5^-. 
Volume  of  the  International  Scientific  Series. 

Marriott  (Maj.-Gen.  W.  F.)  C.S.I. 

A  GRAMMAR  OF  POLITICAL  ECONOMY.  Crown 
8vo.     6s. 

The  author's  aim  in  presenting  this  new  elementary  treatise  to 
the  world  is,  firstly,  to  restrict  it  to  truly  elementary  considerations 
in  each  branch  of  the  subject ;  secondly,  to  adopt  a  perfectly  precise 
and  unambiguous  use  of  terms  in  the  sense  which  most  nearly  agrees 
with  common  use  ;  thirdly,  to  offer  reasonable  proof  of  eveiy  pro- 
position ;  and  fourthly,  to  use  the  utmost  brevity  consistent  Avith 
proof,  so  as  to  invite  and  facilitate  the  judgment  of  the  student  as 
well  as  of  the  critic. 

"...  These  qualities  of  precision  in  conception  and  accuracy  in  state- 
ment possessed  in  so  eminent  a  degree  by  this  grammar,  will  render  it  most 
acceptable  to  the  student  of  political  economy. " — Ho7ir. 

Marshall  (Hamilton). 

THE  STORY  OF  SIR  EDWARD'S  WIFE.  A  Novel. 
I  vol.     Crown  8vo.      lOi".  6d. 

"A  quiet,  graceful  little  story." — Spectator. 

"  Mr.  Hamilton  Marshall  can  tell  a  story  closely  and  pleasantly."— P^//  I\Tall 
Gazette. 

Marzials  (Theophile). 

THE  GALLERY  OF  PIGEONS,  and  other  Poems. 
Crown  8vo.     ^s.  6d. 

"  A  conceit  abounding  in  prettiness." — Exa7iiiner. 

"  The  rush  of  fresh,  sparkling  fancies  is  too  rapid,  too  sustained,  too  abun- 
dant, not  to  be  spontaneous." — Academy. 

Markewitch  (B.) 

THE  NEGLECTED  QUESTION.  Translated  from  the 
Russian,  by  the  Princesses  Ourousofif,  and  dedicated  by  Express 
Permission  to  Her  Imperial  and  Royal  Highness  Marie  Alex- 
androvna,  the  Duchess  of  Edinburgh.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo.      \\s, 

"  The  rights  and  interests  of  the  children  of  women  'who  change  one  affection 
for  another,  ruthlessly  treading  every  obstacle  under  foot ' — that  is  to  say,  the 
deserted  children  of  guilty  wives — are  advocated  and  urged  by  the  Russian 
novelist  in  strong  terms,  and  enforced  by  a  striking  and  terrible  example." — 
Spectator. 
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Masterman  (J.) 

HALF-A-DOZEN  DAUGHTERS.  Crown  Svo.  With  a 
Frontispiece.     3x.  dd. 

This  is  one  of  the  Cornhill  Library  of  Fiction. 

"  A  charming  little  story." — Sattirday  Re7<iew. 

"  Unusually  bright  and  attractive." — Pall  Bl all  Gazette. 

Maudsley  (Dr.  Henry). 

RESPONSIBILITY  IN  MENTAL  DISEASE.  Second 
Edition.     5^. 

Maughan  (William  Charles). 

THE  ALPS  OF  ARABIA;  or,  Travels  through  Egypt, 
Sinai,  Arabia,  and  the  Holy  Land.    Demy  Svo.    With  Map.     lis. 

"  Deeply  interesting  and  valuable." — Editthurgh  Daily  Rez'fe^u. 
"  He  writes  freshly  and  with  competent  knowledsje." — Statidard. 
'■  Very  readable  and  instructive.    .   .  A  work  far  above  the  average  of  such 
publications." — John  Bull. 

Maurice  (C.  Edmund). 

LIVES      OF      ENGLISH      POPULAR      LEADERS. 

No.  I. — Stephen  Langtox.     Crown  Svo.     'js.  6d. 

The  object  of  this  work  is  to  bring  into  prominence  men  ■\\ho:se 
place  in  history  has  been  either  ignored  or  misrepresented.  It  has 
often  been  .suggested  that  histoiy  should  be  written  in  biographies. 
Such  a  method  throws  gi-eater  light  on  obscure  parts  of  history,  and 
excites  a  more  lively  interest  in  ordinaiy  readers  than  an  ordinary 
narrative  of  events. 

"  Verj'  well  and  honestly  executed."— y^//;/  B?tll. 

"In  style  it  is  characterised  by  the  greatest  fairness  and  abilitj-,  and  the  pic- 
ture of  the  archbishop  is  vigorously  and  firmly  drawn." — Churchiita7is  Shillmg 
Magazine. 

"  Well  worth  a  careful  study." — Jewish  World. 

No.  2. — Tyler,  Ball,  and  Oldcastle.  By  C.  Edmund 
Maurice.     Crown  Svo.     "js.  6d. 

"The  value  of  this  little  volume  lies  in  its  copious  details  with  regard  to  the 
condition  of  the  poorer  classes  in  the  Middle  Ages,  and  particularly  in  the 
evidence  which  the  author  adduces  of  the  close  relationship  between  the  dawning" 
Reformation  and  the  popular  movements  of  the  time." — Daily  IVcu's. 

"  Mr.  Maurice's  studies  are  highly  praiseworthy." — Saturday  Revierv. 

Medley  (Lieut. -Col.  J.  G.),  Royal  Engineers. 

AN  AUTUMN  TOUR  IN  THE  UNITED  STATES 
AND    CANADA.     Crown  Svo.     5.^. 

The  concluding  chapters  of  this  work  deal  with  the  subject  of 
American  Engineering  in  contrast  with  similar  enterprises  in  India 
with  which  the  author  has  been  connected. 

"Colonel  Medley's  little  volume  is  a  pleasantlj'-written  account  of  a  two 
months'  visit  to  America." — Hottr. 

"  May  be  recommended  as  manly,  sensible,  and  pleasantly  written."— G/c;/'^. 
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Menzies  (Sutherland). 

POLITICAL   WOMEN.     2  vols.     Post  8vo.    24J. 

"  Has  all  the  information  of  history,  with  all  the  interest  that  attaches  to  bio- 
graphy."— Scotsman. 

Micklethwaite  (J.  T.),  F.S.A. 

MODERN  PARISH  CHURCHES;  THEIR  PLAN, 
DESIGN,   AND    FURNITURE.     Crown  8vo.     ^s.6d. 

This  work  is  intended  as  one  step  towards  the  return  to  rational 
church  designing.  It  is  the  spirit,  not  the  form,  of  the  old  churches 
that  we  should  seek  to  imitate. 

"We  strongly  counsel  the  thinking  man  of  any  committee  now  formed,  or 
forming,  to  restore  or  to  build  a  church,  to  buy  this  book,  and  to  read  out  por- 
tions of  it  to  his  colleagues  before  allowing  them  to  come  to  any  conclusion  on  a 
single  detail  of  the  building  or  its  fittings." —Church  Times. 

Mirus  (Major-General  von). 

CAVALRY  FIELD  DUTY.  Translated  by  Captain  Frank 
S.  Russell,  14th  (King's)  Hussars.    Crown  8vo.    Cloth  limp,  7j.  6d. 

This  work  is  one  of  Messrs.  Henry  S.  King  and  Co.'s  Military 
Series. 

"  We  have  no  book  on  cavalry  duties  that  at  all  approaches  to  this,  either  for 
completeness  in  details,  clearness  in  description,  or  for  manifest  utility.  In  its 
pages  will  be  found  plain  instructions  for  every  portion  of  duty  before  the  enemy 
that  a  combatant  horseman  will  be  called  upon  to  perform,  and  if  a  dragoon  but 
studies  it  well  and  intelligently,  his  value  to  the  army,  we  are  confident,  must 
be  increased  one  hundredfold.  Skirmishing,  scouting,  patrolling,  and  vedetting 
are  now  the  chief  duties  dragoons  in  peace  should  be  practised  at,  and  how  to 
pertorm  these  duties  effectively  is  what  the  book  teaches." — United  Serz'ice 
Magazine. 

Moore  (Rev.  Thomas),  Vicar  of  Christ  Church,  Chesham. 

SERMONETTES:  on  Synonymous  Texts,  taken  from  the 
Bible  and  Book  of  Common  Prayer,  for  the  Study,  Family  Reading, 
and  Private  Devotion.     Small  Crown  Svo.     4^.  6d. 

Morell  (J.  R.) 

EUCLID  SIMPLIFIED  IN  METHOD  AND  LAN- 
GUAGE.    Being  a  Manual  of  Geometry  on  the  French  System. 

The  chief  features  of  the  work  are  : — The  Separation  of  Theorems 
and  Problems— The  Natural  Sequence  of  Reasoning  ;  areas  being 
treated  by  themselves  and  at  a  later  page— The  Simpler  and  more 
Natural  Treatment  of  Ratio — The  Legitimate  Use  of  Arithmetical 
Applications,  of  Transposition,  and  Superposition — The  General 
Alteration  of  Language  to  a  more  Modern  Form— Lastly,  if  it  be 
assumed  to  be  venturesome  to  supersede  the  time-hallowed  pages  of 
Euclid,  it  may  be  urged  that  the  attempt  is  made  under  the  shelter 
of  very  high  authorities. 
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Morley  (Susan). 

AILEEN   FERRERS.     A  Novel.    2  vols.    Crown  8vo.   2ii-. 

'■  Her  novel  rises  to  a  level  far  above  that  which  cultivated  women  with  a 
facile  pen  ordinarily  attain  when  they  set  themselves  to  write  a  story.  .  .  Its 
grammar  is  faultless,  its  style  is  pure,  flowing,  terse,  and  correct,  there  is  not  a 
line  of  fine  writing  from  beginning  to  end,  and  there  is  a  total  absence  of  any- 
thing like  moralising,  or  the  introduction  of  pretty  ineffectual  sermons.  .  .  It 
is  as  a  study  of  character,  worked  out  in  a  manner  that  is  free  from  almost  all 
the  usual  faults  of  lady  writers,  that  'Aileen  Ferrers'  merits  a  place  apart  from 
its  innumerable  rivals." — Saturday  Review.', 

Mostyn  (Sydney). 

PERPLEXITY.     A  Novel.     3  vols.     Crown  8vo.     31J.  U. 

"  Written  with  very  considerable  power,  great  cleverness,  and  sustained  in- 
terest.' ' — Standa  rd. 

"  The  literary  workmanship  is  good,  and  the  story  forcibly  and  graphically 
told." — Daily  Neivs. 

Naake  (John  T.),  of  the  British  Museum. 

SLAVONIC  FAIRY  TALES.  From  Russian,  Servian, 
Polish,  and  Bohemian  Sources.  With  Four  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo.     5J-. 

*'  A  most  choice  and  charming  selection.  .  .  .  The  tales  have  an  original 
national  ring  in  them,  and  will  be  pleasant  reading  to  thousands  besides  children. 
Yet  children  will  eagerly  open  the  pages,  and  not  willingly  close  them,  of  the 
pretty  volume." — Stattdard. 

"English  readers  now  have  an  opportunity  of  becoming  acquainted  with 
eleven  Polish  and  eight  Bohemian  stories,  as  well  as  with  eight  Russian  and 
thirteen  Servian,  in  Mr.  Naake's  modest  but  serviceable  collection  of  Slavonic 
Fairy  Tales.  Its  contents  are,  as  a  general  rule,  well  chosen,  and  they  are 
translated  with  a  fidelity  which  deserves  cordial  praise.  .  .  Before  taking  leave 
of  his  prettily  got  up  volume,  we  ought  to  mention  that  its  contents  fully  come 
up  to  the  promise  held  out  in  its  preface." — Academy. 

Newman  (John  Henry)  D.D. 

CHARACTERISTICS  FROM  THE  WRITINGS  OF 
DR.  J.  H.  NEWMAN.  Being  Selections,  Personal,  Historical, 
Philosophical,  and  Religious,  from  his  various  Works.  Arranged 
■with  the  Author's  personal  approval.  Second  Edition.  Cro\\Ti  8vo. 
With  Portrait.     6j. 

Dr.  Newman's  mind  is  here  presented  in  his  own  words  on  the 
great  religious  questions  which  have  so  largely  exercised  the  intellect 
of  this  age,  and  which  even  in  the  judgment  of  those  who  are  unable 
to  accept  his  conclusions  he  has  faced,  investigated,  and  determined 
for  himself,  with  an  unflinching  courage  and  an  unswerving  stead- 
fastness of  purpose  almost  as  rare  perhaps  as  the  high  mental 
endowments  which  he  has  brought  to  the  task. 

Newman  (Mrs.) 

TOO    LATE.     A  Novel     2  vols.     Crown  8vo.     2\s. 
"The  plot  Ls  skilfully  constructed,  the  characters  are  well  conceived,  and  the 
narrative  moves  to  its  conclusion  without  any  waste  of  words.    .    .   The  tone  is 
healthy,  in  spite  of  its  incidents,  which  will  please  the  lovers  of  sensational 
fiction."  -Fall  Mall  Gazette. 
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Noble  (James  Ashcroft). 

THE  PELICAN  PAPERS.  Reminiscences  ajid  Remains 
of  a  Dweller  in  the  Wilderness.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

"  Written  somewhat  after  the  fashion  of  Mr.  Helps's  '  Friends  in  GohticiJ.'" — 
Examiner, 

"Will  well  repay  perusal  by  all  thoughtful  and  intelligent  readeirs." — I^iver- 
pool  Leader. 

Norman  People  (The). 

THE  NORMAN  PEOPLE,  and  their  Existing  Descendants 
in  the  British  Dominions  and  the  United  States  of  Ar«evica.  One 
handsome  volume.     8vo.     lis. 

To  prove  the  fallacy  of  some  generally  received  maxims  as  to  the 
composition  of  the  English  nation ;  to  show  that  the  Noiinan 
settlement  at  the  Conquest  consisted  of  something  more  than  a 
slight  infusion  of  a  foreign  element ;  that  it  involved  the  addition  of 
a  numerous  and  mighty  people,  equally  a  half  of  the  conquered 
population  ;  that  as  a  race  it  is  as  distinguishable  now  as  it  was  a 
thousand  years  since,  and  that  at  this  hour  its  descendants  may  be 
counted  by  tens  of  millions  in  this  country  and  the  United  States  of 
America. 

"  A  very  singular  work.  .  .  We  do  not  accept  the  consequences  to  their  full 
extent,  but  we  can  cordially  recommend  the  volume  as  one  which  is  emphati- 
cally '  extraordinary.'  " — Notes  afid  Queries. 

''  The  author  has  given  us  a  valuable  list  of  mediaeval  surRames  and  their 
origin  which  demands  our  best  gratitude." — Standard. 

Notrege  (John),  A.M.,  for  fifty-feiir  years  a  Presbyter  in 
"that  pure  and  Apostolic  Branch  of  Christ's  Holy  Catholic  Chm-ch 
established  in  this  Kingdom." 

THE  SPIRITUAL  FUNCTION  OF  A  PRESBYTER 
IN  THE  CHURCH  OF  ENGLAND.  Crown  8vo.  Red 
edges,     y.  6d. 

Oriental  Sporting  Magazine  (The). 

THE  ORIENTAL  SPORTING  MAGAZINE.  A  Re- 
print of  the  first  5  Volumes,  in  2  Volumes.     Demy  8vo.     28j. 

"  Lovers  of  sport  will  find  ample  amusement  in  the  varied  conteiits  of  these 

two  volumes." — Alien's  Indian  3Iail. 

"  Full  of  interest  for  the  sportsman  and  naturalist.  Full  of  thrilling  adven- 
tures of  sportsmen  who  have  attacked  the  fiercest  and  most  gigantic  specimens 
of  the  animal  world  in  their  native  jungle.  It  is  seldom  we  get  so  many  ex- 
citing incidents  in  a  similar  amount  of  space.  .  .  Well  suited  to  the  libraries  of 
country  gentlemen  and  all  those  who  are  interested  in  sporting  matters."— CzW/ 
Serz'ice  Gazette. 

Page  (H.  A.) 

NATHANIEL     HAWTHORNE,    A    MEMOIR     OF, 

with  Stories  now  first  published  in  this  countiy.  Large  post  8vo. 
Ts.  6d. 

"  Seldom  has  it  been  our  lot  to  meet  with  a  more  appreciative  delineation  of 
character  than  this  Memoir  of  'Ra.w thorns. "—Mort ting-  Post. 

"  Exhibits  a  discriminating  enthusiasm  for  one  of  the  most  fascinating  of 
novelists." — Saturday  Revieiv. 
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Page  (Capt.  S.  Flood). 

DISCIPLINE  AND  DRILL.  Four  Lectures  delivered  to 
the  London  Scottish  Rifle  Vohmteers,  Cheaper  Edition.  Crow-n 
Svo.     IJ-. 

**  The  very  useful  and  interesting  work." —  Volunteer  Service  Gazette. 
"An  admirable  collection  of  lectures." — Times. 

Palgrave  (W.  Gifford). 

HERMANN  AGHA.  An  Eastern  Narrative.  2  vols. 
CroA\Ti  Svo,  cloth,  extra  gilt.     iSj-. 

"  There  is  a  positive  fragrance  as  of  newly-mown  hay  about  it.  as  compared 
with  the  artificially  perfumed  passions  which  are  detailed  to  us  with  such  gusto 
by  our  ordinarj-  novel-writers  in  their  endless  volumes." — Observer. 

Pandurang  Hari. 

PANDURANG  HARI ;  or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  A  Tale 
of  Mahratta  Life  sixty  years  ago.  With  a  Preface  by  Sir  H. 
Bartle  E.  Frere,  G.C.S.L,  &c.     2  vols.     Crown  Svo.     i\s. 

"There  is  a  quaintness  and  simplicity  in  the  roguer>'  of  the  hero  that  makes 
his  life  as  attractive  as  that  of  Guzman  d'Alfarache  or  Gil  Bias,  and  so  we  advise 
our  readers  not  to  be  dismayed  at  the  length  of  Pandurang  Hari,  but  to  read  it 
resolutely  through.  If  they  do  this  they  cannot,  we  think,  fail  to  be  both  amused 
and  interested." — Times. 

Parker  (Joseph),  D.D. 

THE  PARACLETE  :  An  Essay  on  the  Personality  and 
Ministiy  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  with  some  reference  to  current  discus- 
sions.    Demy  Svo.     lis. 

Parr  (Harriet). 

-ECHOES   OF  A   FAMOUS  YEAR.    CroMTi  Svo.    2>s.6d. 

The  story  of  the  Franco- Prussian  War  1S70-71,  told  mainly  for 
the  young,  but,  it  is  hoped,  possessing  permanent  interest  as  a 
recoxd  of  the  great  struggle. 

"  Miss  Parr  has  the  great  gift  of  charming  simplicity  of  style  ;  and  if  children 
are  not  interested  in  her  book,  many  of  their  seniors  will  be." — British  Quat- 
terly  Rez'iezv. 

Paul  (C.  Kegan). 

GOETHE'S  FAUST.  A  New  Translation  in  Rime. 
Cro^^'n  Svo.     6s. 

This  is  translated  line  for  line  in  the  metres  of  the  original,  and 
while  it  is  hoped  that  not  all  the  spirit  has  evaporated,  it  claims  to 
reproduce  the  outward  form  in  which  that  spirit  dwelt. 

"His  translation  is  the  most  minutely  accurate  that  has  yet  been  pro- 
duced.  .    ." — Examiner. 
"  Mr.  Paul  s  a  zealous  and  a  faithful  interpreter."— .S"«/«r</iy  Review. 
E 
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Payne  (John). 

SONGS    OF   LIFE    AND    DEATH.     Crown  8vo.     5^. 

"  The  art  of  ballad-writing  has  long  been  lost  in  England,  and  Mr.  Payne 
may  claim  to  be  its  restorer.  It  is  a  perfect  delight  to  meet  with  such  a  ballad 
as  'May  Margaret'  in  the  present  \q\\xxr&"— Westminster  Review. 

Pelletan  (Eugfene). 

THE    DESERT    PASTOR,    JEAN    JAROUSSEAU. 

Translated   from   the   French.     By   Colonel    E.   P.    De  L'Hoste. 
With   an  Engraved    Frontispiece.      Fcap.    8vo.      New    Edition. 

"A  touching  record  of  the  struggles  in  the  cause  of  religious  liberty  of  a  real 
man. " — Graphic. 

"There  is  a  poetical  simplicity  and  picturesqueness  ;  the  noblest  heroism  ; 
unpretentious  religion  ;  pure  love  ;  and  the  spectacle  of  a  household  brought  up 
in  the  fear  of  the  Lord.   .    .   ."—Illustrated  London  News. 

Penrice  (Major  J.),  B.A. 

A  DICTIONARY  AND  GLOSSARY  OF  THE 
KOR-AN.  With  copious  Grammatical  References  and  Explana- 
tions of  the  Text.     4to.     21S. 

Intended  to  be  of  service  to  the  beginner  in  mastering  some  of 
the  difficulties  of  the  Kor-an,  as  an  introduction  to  the  study  of 
Arabic  literature.  Each  word  will  be  found  under  its  verbal  root. 
The  original  meaning  of  the  words  is  added.  Standard  books  on 
the  same  subject  have  been  consulted,  and  their  authority  quoted. 

"The  book  is  likely  to  answer  its  purpose  in  smoothing  a  beginner's  road  in 
reading  the  Kor-an." — Academy. 

Perceval  (Rev.  P.) 

TAMIL  PROVERBS,  WITH  THEIR  ENGLISH 
TRANSLATION.  Containing  upwards  of  Six  Thousand 
Proverbs.     Third  Edition.     8vo.     Sewed,  9^-. 

Perrier  (Amelia). 

A  WINTER  IN  MOROCCO.  With  Four  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.     los.  6d. 

"Well  worth  reading,  and  contains  several  excellent  illustrations." — Hour. 

"  Miss  Perrier  is  a  very  amusing  writer.  She  has  a  good  deal  of  humour, 
sees  the  oddity  and  quaintness  of  Oriental  life  with  a  quick  observant  eye,  and 
evidently  turned  her  opportunities  of  sarcastic  examination  to  account.'"— Daily 
News. 

A   GOOD    MATCH.     A  Novel.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo.    21s. 
"  Racy  and  lively." — Atltetuejim. 
"  This  clever  and  amusing  novel." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Peschel  (Dr.) 

MANKIND  :  A  Scientific  Study  of  the  Races  and  Distribution 
of  Man,  considered  in  their  Bodily  Variations,  Languages,  Occupa- 
tions, and  Religions. 
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Pettigrew(J.  B.),  M.D.,  F.R.S. 

ANIMAL  LOCOMOTION;  or,  Walking,  Swimming,  and 
Flying.     Second  Edition.     With  119  Illustrations.     5j-. 
Volume  of  the  International  Scientific  Series. 

Piggot  (John),  F.S.A.,  F.R.G.S. 

PERSIA;  ANCIENT  AND  MODERN.  Post  8vo. 
10s.  6d. 

A  general  view  of  Ancient  and  Modern  Persia  is  here  presented 
to  the  reader.  It  is  supplemented  by  chapters  on  the  religion, 
literature,  commerce,  arts,  sciences,  army  education,  language, 
sport,  &c.,  of  the  country.  In  the  chapter  on  travelling,  the  routes 
to  the  country,  its  climate,  roads,  modes  of  conveyance,  and  all 
other  necessary  details  are  described. 

"  A  very  useful  book." — Rock. 

"That  Mr.  Piggot  has  spared  no  pains  or  research  in  the  execution  of  his 
work  is  apparent  in  the  list  of  authorities,  classic  and  modern,  which  he  con- 
tinually quotes  ;  his  style  also,  when  not  recounting  history,  is  lively  and  plea- 
sant, and  the  anecdotes  which  he  culls  from  the  writings  of  travellers  are 
frequently  amusing." — Hour. 

Poushkin  (Alexander  Serguevitch). 

RUSSIAN  ROMANCE.  Translated  from  the  Tales  of 
Belkin,  &c.  By  Mrs.  J.  Buchan  Telfer  {nci  Mouraviefif).  Cr.  8vo. 
7J.  6d. 

Contexts.— The  Pistol  Shot — The  Snowstorm— The  Under- 
taker— The  Station-Master — The  Lady-Rustic — The  Captain's 
Daughter  —  The  Moor  of  Peter  the  Great  — The  Queen  of 
Spades,  &c. 

Power  (Harriet). 

OUR  INVALIDS:  HOW  SHALL  WE  EMPLOY 
AND    AMUSE    THEM?     Fcap.  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

This  little  book  has  been  written  in  order  to  meet  the  wants  of 
those  who  have  not  leisure  to  think  over  the  best  reply  to  the  some- 
what melancholy  appeal  so  often  made  by  invalids — "  Can  you  not 
tell  me  of  something  to  do  ?  Can  you  not  find  anything  to  amuse  ?  " 
"A  very  useful  little  brochure.  .  .  .  Will  become  a  universal  favourite  with 
the  class  for  whom  it  is  intended,  while  it  will  afford  many  a  useful  hint  to  those 
who  live  with  them."— yc/^w  Bull. 

Powlett  (Lieut.  Norton),  Royal  Artillery. 

EASTERN  LEGENDS  AND  STORIES  IN  ENG- 
LISH   VERSE.     Crown  Svo.     5^. 

The  originals  of  these  poems  have  all  been  met  with  by  the 
author  in  Eastern  literature.  This  may  be  an  interesting  fact  to  the 
philologist,  as  it  adds  another  link  to  the  chain  of  evidence  that  in 
the  fables  and  proverbs  of  all  countries  the  same  ideas,  and  often 
the  same  way  of  expressing  them,  are  found. 

"There  is  a  rollicking  sense  of  fun  about  the  stories,  joined  to  marvellous 
power  of  rhyming,  and  plenty  of  SNving,  which  irresistibly  reminds  us  of  our  old 
favourite  (Ingoldsby)." — Graphic. 
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Proctor  (R.  A.),  B.A. 

THE  EXPANSE  OF  HEAVEN.  A  Series  of  Essays  on 
the  Wonders  of  the  Firmament.  With  a  Frontispiece.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6j". 

"  A  very  charming  work  ;  cannot  fail  to  lift  the  reader's  mind  up  *  through 
nature's  work  to  nature's  God.'" — Stnftdard. 

"  Full  of  thought,  readable,  and  popular," — Brighton  Gazette. 

Ranking  (B.  Montgomerie). 

STREAMS  FROM  HIDDEN  SOURCES.   Cr.  8vo.   6s, 

"  Wg  doubt  not  that  Mr.  Ranking's  enthusiasm  will  communicate  itself  to 
many  of  his  readers,  and  Induce  them  in  like  manner  to  follow  back  these  stream- 
lets to  their  parent  river." — GrnpJiic. 

"  The  effect  of  reading  the  seven  tales  he  presents  to  us  is  to  make  us  wish  for 
some  seven  more  of  the  same  kind." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 

READY-MONEY    MORTIBOY.    A  Matter-of- Fact  Story.. 
This  is  one  of  the  vohtmes  of  the  Cornhill  Library  of  Fiction. 

"  There  is  not  a  dull  page  in  the  whole  story." — Standard. 
"A  very  interesting  and  uncommon  story."-   Va?izty  Fair. 
"  One  of  the  most  remarkable  novels  which  has  appeared  of  late." — Pall  Mall 
Gazette. 

Reaney  (Mrs.  G.  S.) 

WAKING  AND  WORKING;  OR,  FROM  GIRL- 
HOOD TO  WOMANHOOD.  With  a  Frontispiece.  Crown 
8vo.     ^s. 

One  of  Messrs.  Henry  S.  King  and  Co.'s  ^s.  Books  for  the 
Young. 

"A  good  tale — good  in  composition,  good  in  style,  good  in  purpose." — 
N o7ico7iform  ist. 

SUNBEAM  WILLIE,  AND  OTHER  STORIES,  for 
Home  Reading  and  Cottage  Meetings.  Containing  "  Little- 
Meggie's  Home,"  "  Aggy's  Christmas,"  ''Sermon  in  Baby's. 
Shoes,"  "Lina."     Small  square,  uniform  with  "  Lost  Gip,"  &c. 

Reginald  Bramble. 

REGINALD  BRAMBLE.  A  Cynic  of  the  Nineteenth 
Century.     An  Autobiography,     i  vol.     CroM^n  Svo.      \os.  6d. 

"There  is  plenty  of  vivacity  in  Mr.  Bramble's  narrative." — Athe7ice2un. 
"Written  in  a  lively  and  readable  style." — Hoitr, 

Reid  (T.  Wemyss). 

CABINET  PORTRAITS.  Biographical  Sketches  of  States- 
men of  the  Day.     i  vol.     Crown  Svo.     1$.  6d. 

'•  We  have  never  met  with  a  work  which  we  can  more|unreservedly  praise 
The  sketches  are  absolutely  impartial." — Athence7cm.\ 
"We  can  heartily  commend  this  work." — Standaj'd. 
•'Drawn  with  a  master  hand."—  Yorkshire  Post. 
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JRibot  (Professor  Th.) 

CONTEMPORARY      ENGLISH      PSYCHOLOGY. 

Large  post  Svo.     9^. 

An  analysis  of  the  views  and  opinions  of  the  following  meta- 
physicians, as  expressed  in  their  writings: — ^James  Mill,  Alexandei 
Bain,  John  Stuart  Mill,  George  H.  Lewes,  Herbert  Spencer, 
Samuel  Bailey. 

"The  task  which  M.  Ribot  set  himself  he  has  performed  with  very  great 
success." — Examiner. 

"  We  can  cordially  recommend  the  volume." — Jouriial  of  Mental  Scie)ice. 

HEREDITY:  a  Psychological  vStudy  on  its  Phenomena,  its 
Laws,  its  Causes,  and  its  Consequences.    I  vol.    Large  cr.  Svo.    9^-. 

It  is  generally  admitted  that  "  Heredity,"  or  that  biological  law 
by  which  all  living  creatures  tend  to  reproduce  themselves  in  their 
descendants,  is  the  rule  in  all  forms  of  vital  activity.  The  author 
devotes  his  work  to  the  study  of  the  question,  "  Does  the  law  also 
hold  in  regard  to  the  mental  faculties  ?" 

Robertson  (The  Late  Rev.  F.  W.),  M.A. 

THE  LATE  REV.  F.  W.  ROBERTSON,  M.A.,  LIFE 
AND  LETTERS  OF.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  Stopford  Brooke, 
M.A.,  Chaplain  in  Ordinary  to  the  Queen. 

I.  2  vols. ,  unifonn  with  the  Sermons.  With  Steel  Portrait.   'js.6d. 
II.  Library  Edition,  in  demy  Svo.  with  Two  Steel  Portraits.   I2s. 
III.   A  Popular  Edition,  in  I  vol.     6s. 

Neuj  and  Cheaper  Editions .'— - 
SERMONS. 

Vol,  I.  Small  cro^^Tl  Svo.  3^-.  6d. 
Vol.  II.  Small  crown  Svo.  3^.  bd. 
Vol.  III.  Small  crown  Svo.  3^-.  (od. 
Vol.  IV.   Small  crown  Svo.     3^-.  612'. 

EXPOSITORY  LECTURES  ON  ST.  PAUL'S 
EPISTLE  TO  THE  CORINTHIANS.    Small  cr.  Svo.    5^. 

AN  ANALYSIS  OF  MR.  TENNYSON'S  "IN  ME- 
MORIAM."  (Dedicated  by  permission  to  the  Poet-Laureate.) 
Ecap.  Svo.     2s. 

THE     EDUCATION     OF     THE     HUMAN     RACE. 

Translated  from  the  German  of  Gotthold  Ephraim  Lessing.  Ecap. 
Svo.     2s.  6d. 

LECTURES  AND  ADDRESSES,  WITH  OTHER 
LITERARY  REMAINS.  A  New  Edition.  With  Introduc- 
tion by  the  Rev.  Stopford  A.  Brooke,  M.A.  i  vol.  Uniform  with 
the  Sermons.     5^-.  ^Preparing. 

The  above  Works  can  also  be  had  bound  in  half  morocco. 

%*  A  Portrait  of  the  late  Rev.  F.  W.  Robertson,  mounted  for 
framing,  can  be  had,  price  2s.  6d. 
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Ross  (Mrs.  Ellen,)  (*'  Nelsie  Brook.") 

DADDY'S  PET.  A  Sketch  from  Humble  Life.  Square 
crown  8vo.    Uniform  -with  "  Lost  Gip."    With  Six  lUustrations.    is. 

"We  have  been  more  than  pleased  with  this  simple  bit  oi  \vr\tmg  ."—Christiaft 
World. 
"  Full  of  deep  feeling  and  true  and  noble  sentiment." — Brighton  Gazette. 

Russell  (William  Clark). 

MEMOIRS  OF  MRS.  LiETITIA  BOOTHBY.  Crown 
8vo.     Ts.  6d. 

"Clever  and  ingenious."— 6'<T:2'wr(/(i:_j/  Reviezv. 
"  Very  clever  book." — Guardian. 

Sadler  (S.  W.),  R.N.,  Author  of  "Marshall  Vavasour." 

THE  AFRICAN  CRUISER.  A  Midshipman's  Adventures 
on  the  West  Coast.  A  Book  for  Boys.  With  Three  Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     3j-.  6d. 

One  of  Messrs.  Henry  S.  King  and  Co.'s  3^.  6^.  Books  for  the 
Young. 

"A  capital  story  of  youthful  adventure  .  .  .  Sea-loving  boys  will  find  few 
pleasanter  gift  books  this  season  than  '  The  African  Cruiser.'  "—Hour.  _ 

"  Sea  yarns  have  always  been  in  favour  with  boys,  but  this,  written  in  a  brisk 
style  by  a  thorough  sailor,  is  crammed  full  of  adventures." — Timei. 

Samarow  (Gregor). 

FOR  SCEPTRE  AND  CROWN.  A  Romance  of  the 
Present  Time.  Tran.slated  by  Fanny  Wormald.  2  vols.  Crown 
8vo.     1 5  J. 

This  celebrated  work  created  a  very  great  sensation  among  all 
classes  when  first  published.  It  deals  with  some  of  the  pro- 
minent characters  who  have  figured  and  still  continue  to  figure  in 
European  politics,  and  the  accuracy  of  its  life-pictures  is  so  great 
that  it  is  presented  to  the  Engli.sh  public  not  as  a  novel,  but  as  a 
new  rendering  of  an  important  chapter  in  recent  European  history. 

"  This  historical  novel  of  the  present  day  ought  to  interest  a  very  large  clas.s 
of  readers.  Regarded  simply  as  a  story  it  is  by  no  means  without  merit  ;  but  it 
is  also  a  key  to  the  war  politics  of  the  last  ten  years,  a  portrait  gallery  of  the 
great  Sovereigns,  Ministers,  and  Generals  of  contemporary  Europe,  and  a  guide 
to  the  very  best  Continental  society  of  our  time.  .  .  .  The  author's  style  is 
generally  animated  and  often  picturesque." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Saunders  (John). 

HIRELL.     Crown  8vo.     With  Frontispiece,     y.  6d. 
"  A  powerful  novel   ...  a  tale  written  by  a  poet." — Spectator. 
"  A  novel  of  extraordinary  merit." — Post. 

"  We  have  nothing  but  words  of  praise  to  offer  for  its  style  and  composition.'* 
--£xa7;iiner. 

ABEL  DRAKE'S  WIFE.  Crown  8vo.  With  Frontis- 
piece.    3j.  6d. 

"A  striking  book,  clever,  interesting,  and  original.  We  have  seldom  met 
with  a  book  so  thoroughly  true  to  life,  so  deeply  interesting  in  its  detail,  and  so 
touching  in  its  simple  pathos." — Atheucruui. 

These  works  fomi  separate  volumes  of  the  Cornhill  Library  of 
Fiction. 

ISRAEL  MORT  :  OVERMAN.  The  Story  of  the  Mine. 
3  vols.     Crown  8vo, 
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Saunders  (Katherine). 

THE    HIGH    MILLS.     A  Novel.     3  vols.     Crown  8vo. 
GIDEON'S  ROCK,  and  other  Stories,   i  vol.    Crown  8vo.  6j. 

Contents  : — Gideon's  Rock — Old  Matthew's  Puzzle — Gentle 
Jack — Uncle  Ned — The  Retired  Apothecary. 

"  The  tale  from  which  the  volume  derives  its  title  is  especially  worthy  of 
commendation,  and  the  other  and  shorter  stories  comprised  in  the  volume  are 
also  well  deserving  of  reproduction." — Queen. 

JOAN  MERRYWEATHER,  and  other  Stories.  i  vol. 
Crown  8vo.     6^. 

Contents  :  —  The  Haunted  Crust — The  Flower-Gu-1 — Joan 
Merryweather — The  \Yatchman's  Story — An  Old  Letter. 

MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH.  A  Stor>- of  the  Sea. 
I  vol.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 

"  Simply  yet  powerfully  told.  .  .  .  This  opening  picture  is  so  exquisitely 
drawn  as  to  be  a  fit  introduction  to  a  story  of  such  simple  pathos  and  power.  .  .  . 
A  ver>-  beautiful  story  closes  as  it  began,  in  a  tender  and  touching  picture  of 
homely  happiness."— Prt//  Mall  Gazette. 

Schell  (Major  von). 

THE  OPERATIONS  OF  THE  FIRST  ARMY 
UNDER  GEN.  VON  GOEBEN.  Translated  by  Col.  C.  H. 
von  Wright.     Four  Maps.     Demy  Svo.     9^. 

"  In  concluding  our  notice  of  this  instructive  work,  which,  by  the  way,  is  en>- 
riched  by  several  large-scale  maps,  we  must  not  withhold  our  tribute  of  admira- 
tion at  the  manner  in  which  the  translator  has  performed  his  task.  So  thoroughly, 
indeed,  has  he  succeeded,  that  it  might  really  be  imagined  that  the  book  had 
been  originally  composed  in  English.  .  .  .  The  work  is  decidedly  valuable  to  a 
student  of  the  art  of  war,  and  no  military  library  can  be  considered  complete 
without  it." — Hottr. 

THE  OPERATIONS  OF  THE  FIRST  ARMY 
UNDER  GEN.  VON  STEINMETZ.  Translated  by  Cap- 
tain E.  O.  Holhst.     Demy  Svo.     los.  6d. 

A  very  complete  and  important  account  of  the  investment  of  Metz. 

"  The  volume  is  of  somewhat  too  technical  a  character  to  be  recommended  to 
the  general  reader,  but  the  military  student  will  find  it  a  valuable  contribution 
to  the  histor>'  of  the  great  struggle ;  and  its  utility  is  increased  by  a  capital 
general  map  of  the  operations  of  the  First  Army,  and  also  plans  of  Spicheren  and 
of  the  battle-fields  round  iletz." — Morning  Advertiser. 

These  works  form  separate  volumes  of  Messrs.  Henry  S.  King 
and  Co.  's  Military  Series. 
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Scherff  (Major  W.  von). 

STUDIES   IN    THE    NEW    INFANTRY  TACTICS. 

Parts  I.  and  II.  Translated  from  the  German  by  Colonel  Lumley 
Graham.     Demy  8vo.     'js.  6d. 

This  work  is  one  of  Messrs.  Henry  S.  King  and  Co.'s  Military 
Series. 

"The  subject  of  the  respective  advantages  of  attack  and  defence,  and  of  the 
methods  in  which  each  form  of  battle  should  be  carried  out  under  the  fire  of 
modern  arms,  is  exhaustively  and  admirably  treated  ;  indeed,  Ave  cannot  but 
consider  it  to  be  decidedly  superior  to  any  work  which  has  hitherto  appeared  in 
English  upon  this  all-important  subject." — Standard. 

Scott  (Patrick). 

THE  DREAM  AND  THE  DEED,  and  other  Poems. 
Fcap.  8vo.     5J-. 

"A  bitter  and  able  satire  on  the  vice  and  follies  of  the  day,  literary,  social, 
and  political." — Stafidard. 

"Shows  real  poetic  power  coupled  with  evidences  of  satirical  energy." — 
Edinburgh  Daily  Review. 

Seeking  his  Fortune,  and  other  Stories. 

SEEKING  HIS  FORTUNE,  and  other  Stories.  Crown 
8vo.     With  Four  Illustrations.     3^.  6d. 

Contents  :  —  Seeking  his  Fortune  —  Oluf  and  Stephanoff — 
What's  in  a  Name?— Contrast — Onesta, 

One  of  Messrs.  Henry  S.  King  and  Co.'s  3^.  6d.  Books  for  the 
Young. 

*_'  These  are  plain,  straightforward  stories,  told  in  the  precise,  detailed  manner 
which  we  are  sure  young  people  like." — Spectator. 

"  They  are  romantic,  entertaining,  and  decidedly  inculcate  a  sound  and 
generous  moral.  •  .  •  We  can  answer  for  it  that  this  volume  will  find  favour 
with  those  for  whom  it  is  written,  and  that  the  sisters  will  like  it  quite  as  well  as 
the  brothers." — Athenceum. 

Senior  (Nassau  William). 

ALEXIS  DE  TOCQUEVILLE.  Correspondence  and 
Conversations  with  Nassau  W.  Senior,  from  1833  to  1859.  Edited 
by  M.  C.  M.  Simpson.     2  vols.     Large  post  8vo.     2is. 

"  A  book  replete  with  knowledge  and  thought." — Q2carterly  Review. 

"An  extremely  interesting  book." — Saturday  Review. 

JOURNALS    KEPT     IN     FRANCE     AND     ITALY. 

From  1848  to  1852.  With  a  Sketch  of  the  Revolution  of  1848. 
Edited  by  his  Daughter,  M.  C.  M.  Simpson.  2  vols.  Post  8vo.  24^-. 
During  the  last  fifteen  years  of  Mr.  Senior's  life  he  was  as  much 
at  home  in  Paris  as  in  London.  He  took  pains  to  converse  with 
people  of  all  opinions.  He  was  accustomed,  immediately  after  a 
conversation  had  taken  place,  to  note  down  the  heads  of  it,  and 
extend  them  at  leisure.  He  made  no  secret  of  the  existence  of  the 
Journals,  and  in  most  cases  the  speakers  corrected  the  reports  of 
their  conversations. 

"  The  book  has  a  genuine  historical  value." — Saturday  Review. 

''No  better,  more  honest,  and  more  readable  view  of  the  state  of  political 
society  during  the  existence  of  the  second  Republic  could  well  be  looked  for." — 
Exami7ier, 
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Seven  Autumn  Leaves. 

SEVEN   AUTUMN   LEAVES  FROM  FAIRYLAND. 

Illustrated  with  9  Etchings.     Square  cro\\ni  8vo.     5^. 

Shadwell  (Major-General)  C.B. 

MOUNTAIN  WARFARE;  illustrated  by  the  Campaign  of 
1799  in  Switzerland.  Being  a  Translation  of  the  Swiss  Narrative 
compiled  from  the  Works  of  the  Archduke  Charles,  Jomini,  and 
others.  Also  of  Notes  by  General  H.  Dufour  on  the  Campaign  of 
the  Valtelline  in  1635.  With  Appendix,  Maps,  and  Introductory 
Remarks.     Demy  8vo.      i6j. 

This  work  has  been  prepared  for  the  purpose  of  illustrating  by  the 
well-known  campaign  of  1799  in  Switzerland,  the  true  method  of 
conducting  warfare  in  mountainous  countries.  Many  of  the  scenes 
of  this  contest  are  annually  visited  by  English  tourists,  and  are  in 
themselves  full  of  interest ;  but  the  special  object  of  the  volume  is 
to  attract  the  attention  of  young  officers  of  our  amiy  to  this  branch 
of  warfare,  especially  of  those  whose  lot  may  hereafter  be  cast,  and 
who  may  be  called  upon  to  take  pait  in  operations  against  the  Hill 
Tribes  of  our  extensive  Indian  frontier. 

Sheldon  (Philip). 

WOMAN'S  A  RIDDLE;  OR,  BABY  WARMSTREY. 

A  Novel.     3  vols.     Crown  Svo.     3ii'.  (^d. 

"  In  the  delineation  of  idiosyncrasy,  special  and  particular,  and  its  effects  on 
the  lives  of  the  personages  of  the  story,  the  author  may,  without  exaggeration, 
be  said  to  be  masterly.  Whether  in  the  long-drawn-out  development  of  character 
or  in  the  description  of  peculiar  qualities  in  a  single  pointed  sentence,  he  is 
equally  skilful,  while,  where  pathos  is  necessary,  he  has  it  at  command,  and 
subdued,  sly  humour  is  not  wanting." — Morninsc  Post. 

Shipley  (Rev.  Orby),  M.A. 

STUDIES  IN  MODERN  PROBLEMS.  First  Series. 
By  various  Writers.     Crown  Svo.     5^-. 

Contents  : — Sacramental  Confession — Abolition  of  the  Thirty- 
nine  Articles.  Part  I. — The  Sanctity  of  Marriage — Creation  and 
Modern  Science — Retreats  for  Persons  Living  in  the  World — 
Catholic  and  Protestant — The  Bishops  on  Confession  in  the  Church 
of  England. 

STUDIES  IN  MODERN  PROBLEMS.  Second  Series. 
By  various  Writers.     Crown  Svo.     55-. 

Contents  : — Some  Principles  of  Christian  Ceremonial — A  Lay- 
man's View  of  Confession  of  Sin  to  a  Peiest.  Parts  I.  and  II. — 
Reservation  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament — ^fissions  and  Preaching 
Orders — Abolition  of  the  Thirty-nine  Articles.  Part  II. — The 
First  Liturgy  of  Edward  VL,  and  our  o^vn  office,  contra.sted  and 
compared. 
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Smedley  (M.  B.) 

BOARDING-OUT  AND  PAUPER  SCHOOLS  FOR 
GIRLS.     Crown  8vo. 

This  book  gives  some  of  the  information  collected  by  the  writer 
in  the  course  of  inquiries  made  for  Mrs.  Senior  ;  it  also  includes 
several  of  the  Poor  Law  Inspectors'  Reports,  with  editorial  notes. 
It  will  interest  those  persons  who,  wishing  to  solve  one  of  the  most 
difficult  social  problems  of  the  day — viz.,  how  to  raise  our  pauper 
children  out  of  pauperism — want  time  or  opportimity  to  dive  into 
blue  books. 

Smith  (Edward)  M.D.,  LL.B.,  F.R.S. 

HEALTH    AND    DISEASE,  as  influenced  by  the  Daily, 

Seasonal,  and  other  Cyclical  Changes  in  the  Human  System.      A 
New  Edition,     'js.  6d. 

FOODS.     Third  Edition.     Profusely  Illustrated.     <,s. 

PRACTICAL  DIETARY  FOR  FAMILIES, 
SCHOOLS,   AND    THE    LABOURING   CLASSES.     A 

New  Edition,      t^s.  6d. 

CONSUMPTION  IN  ITS  EARLY  AND  REME- 
DIABLE   STAGES.     A  New  Edition.     7^-.  ed. 

Smith  (Hubert). 

TENT  LIFE  WITH  ENGLISH  GIPSIES  IN 
NORWAY.  With  Five  full-page  Engravings  and  Thirty-one 
smaller  Illustrations  by  Whymper  and  others,  and  Map  of  the 
Country  showing  Routes.  Second  Edition.  Revised  and  Cor- 
rected.    8vo.      2IJ-. 

These  notes  of  a  journey  were  impressions  caught  on  the  wayside 
of  travel.  They  were  written  by  the  light  of  the  actual  circum- 
stances they  describe.     They  are  a  true  episode  in  a  life. 

"  Written  in  a  very  lively  style,  and  has  throughout  a  smack  of  dry  humour 
and  satiric  reflection  which  shows  the  writer  to  be  a  keen  observer  of  men  and 
things.  We  hope  that  many  will  read  it  and  find  in  it  the  same  amusement  as 
ourselves. " —  Times. 

Some  Time  in  Ireland. 

SOME  TIME  IN  IRELAND.  A  Recollection.  Crown 
8vo.     7j.  (>d. 

The  writer  lived  in  those  stirring  and  eventful  times  when  Daniel 
O'Connell  agitated  for,  and  eventually  succeeded  in  obtaining,  the 
religious  and  civil  enfranchisement  of  his  Roman  Catholic  country- 
men, but  signally  failed  in  his  efforts  for  the  repeal  of  the  Union. 
The  writer  also  represents  the  very  strong  opinion  which  has  pre- 
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vailed,  that  ever  since  the  Union,  Ireland  has  socially  declined  ; 
that  she  can  never  regain  her  rightful  level  as  long  as  England 
compels  her  legislators  to  assemble  at  Westminster,  as  long  as  she 
permits  absenteeism,  and  as  long  as  she  absorbs  the  rank,  wealth, 
and  intelligence  of  the  countr\'. 

"The  author  has  got  a  genuine  Irish  gift  of  witty  and  graceful  writing,  and 
has  produced  a  clever  and  entertaining  book." — Exaviiuer. 

"  Clever,  brilliant  sketches  of  life  and  character  among  the  Irish  gentry'  of  the 
last  generation.  .  .  .  The  little  volume  will  giveto  strangers  a  more  faithful  idea 
of  Irish  society  and  tendencies  still  working  in  that  unhappy  island  than  any 
other  we  know." — Literary  Church/nan. 

Songs  for  Music. 

SONGS  FOR  MUSIC.  By  Four  Friends.  Square  crown 
8vo.     5^. 

Containing  Songs  by  Reginald  A.  Gatty,  Stephen  H.  Gatty, 
Greville  J.  Chester,  and  Juliana  H.  Ewing. 

"A  charming  gift-book,'which  will  be  very  popular  with  lovers  of  poetry." — 
yohn  Bull. 

"The  charm  of  simplicity  is  manifest  throughout,  and  the  subjects  are  well 
chosen  and  successfully  treated." — Rock. 

"  One  of  the  most  delightful  books  of  verse  of  the  season."— .V/Vr^r.       _ 

'•  The  collection  is  pleasing  and  varied." — H uddersfield  Chronicle. 

Songs  of  Two  Worlds. 

SONGS  OF  TWO  WORLDS.  By  a  New  Writer.  First 
Series.     Second  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo.     $s. 

"  These  poems  will  assuredly  take  high  rank  among  the  class  to  which  they 
belong." — British  Quarterly  Kevieiv. 

"  No  extracts  could  do  justice  to  the  exquisite  tones,  the  felicitous  phrasing 
and  delicately  wrought  harmonies  of  some  of  these  poems." — Noticonfortnist. 

"A  purity  and  delicacy  of  feeling  like  morning  t^vc.'"— Graphic. 

SONGS  OF  TWO  WORLDS.  By  a  New  Writer.  Second 
Series.     Second  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo.     5^'. 

"  In  earnestness  and  sweetness  the  author  may  be  pronounced  a  worthy  dis- 
ciple of  Henry  Vaughan .  .  .  Instinct  with  a  noble  purpose  and  high  ideal.  .  . 
The  most  noteworthy  poem  is  the  '  Ode  on  a  Spring  Morning,'  which  has  some- 
what of  the  charm  of  '  L'Allegro '  and  '  II  Penseroso.'  It  is  the  nearest  approach 
to  a  masterpiece  in  the  collection.  We  cannot  find  too  much  praise  for  its  noble 
assertion  of  man's  resurrection." — Saturday  Revievj. 

"A  real  advance  on  its  predecessor,  and  contains  at  least  one  poem  ('The 
Organ  Boy')  of  great  originality,  as  well  as  many  of  much  beauty.  .  .  As  ex- 
quisite a  little  poem  as  we  have  read  for  many  a  day  .  .  .  but  not  at  all  alone 
in  its  power  to  fascinate." — Spectator. 

"Will  be  gratefully  welcomed." — Examiner. 

Spencer  (Herbert). 

THE  STUDY  OF  SOCIOLOGY.  Third  Edition.  Crown 
Svo.     S^' 

Volume  of  the  International  Scientific  Series. 
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Stevenson  (Rev.  W.  Fleming). 

HYMNS  FOR  THE  CHURCH  AND  HOME.  Selected 
and  Edited  by  the  Rev.  W.  Fleming  Stevenson. 
The  most  complete  Hymn  Book  published. 

The  H)ann  Book  consists  of  Three  Parts  : — I.  For  Public  Wor- 
ship.— II.  For  Family  and  Private  Worship. — III.  For  Children. 
And  contains  Biographical  Notices  of  nearly  300  Hymn-writers, 
with  Notes  upon  their  Hymns. 

*^*  Published  in  variotis  forms  and  prices,  the  latter  ranging  from 
8d.  to  6s.  Lists  and  full  particulars  tvill  be  furnished  on  application 
to  the  Publishers. 

Stewart  (Professor  Balfour). 

ON  THE  CONSERVATION  OF  ENERGY.  Third 
Edition.     With  Fourteen  Engravings.     <^s. 

Volume  of  the  International  Scientific  Series. 

Stretton  (Hesba). 

CASSY.    With  Six  Illustrations.     Square  crown  8vo.     \s.  6d. 

THE  KING'S  SERVANTS.  With  Eight  Illustrations. 
Square  crown  8vo.      is.  6d. 

Part  I.      Faithful  in  Little. 

Part  II.     Unfaithful. 

Part  III.   Faithful  in  Much. 

LOST  GIP.    With  Six  Illustrations.    Square  crown  8  vo.    is.6d. 

***  Also  a  handsomely-bound  Edition,  with  Twelve  Illustrations ^ 
price  2.S.  6d. 

THE   WONDERFUL    LIFE.     Fcap.  8vo.     2s.  6d. 

This  little  book  is  intended  to  present  the  result  of  close  investiga- 
tions made  by  many  learned  men,  in  a  plain,  continuous  narrative, 
suitable  for  unlearned  readers.  It  has  been  written  for  those  who 
have  not  the  leisure  or  the  books  needed  for  threading  together  the 
fragmentary  and  scattered  incidents  recorded  in  the  four  Gospels. 

HESTER  MORLEY'S  PROMISE.  3  vols.  Crown  8vo. 
3 1  J.  6d. 

"  Much  better  than  the  average  novels  of  the  day ;  has  much  more  claim  to 
critical  consideration  as  a  piece  of  literary  work,— very  clever." — Spectator. 
"All  the  characters  stand  out  clearly  and  are  well  sustained,  and  the  interest 
■of  the  story  never  flags." — Observer. 

THE   DOCTOR'S  DILEMMA.     3vols.    Cr.Svo.    31.^.6^. 

"A  fascinating  story  which  scarcely  flags  in  interest  from  the  first  page  to  the 
last." — British  Quarterly  Review. 
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Stubbs    (Major    Francis   W.),    Royal    (late  Bengal) 

Artillery. 

THE     REGIMENT     OF     BENGAL     ARTILLERY: 

the  History  of  its  Organisation,  Equipment,  and  War  Services. 
Compiled  "from  published  Official  and  other  Records,  and  various 
private  sources.  With  Maps  and  Plans.  3  vols.  8vo.  [^Preparing. 
Vol.  I.  will  contain  War  Services.  The  Second  Volume  will 
be  published  separately,  and  will  contain  the  HISTORY  OF  THE 
Organisation  and  Equipment  of  the  Regiment.   In  2  vols. 

Sully  (James). 

SENSATION    AND    INTUITION.    Demy  8vo.     los.dd. 

'■'  The  materials  furnished  by  a  quick  and  lively  natural  sense  are  happily 
ordered  by  a  mind  trained  in  scientific  method.  This  merit  is  especially  con- 
spicuous in  those  parts  of  the  book  where,  with  abundant  ingenuity  and  no 
mean  success,  Mr.  Sully  endeavours  to  throw  some  light  of  cosmic  order  into 
the  chaos  of  sesthetics."— ^'a/wn/aj'  Review. 

"  The  writer  of  such  an  essay  (on  Belief)  must  be  ranked  as  a  psychologist  of 
no  common  order." — Professor  Bain  in  the  Fortnig-htly  Review. 

"  His  remarkable  collection  of  studies  in  psychology  and  jesthetics.  .  .  . 
Two  essays  concerned  with  the  aesthetic  aspects  of  human  character  and  Its 
artistic  representation  display  a  fine  critical  tact  joined  to  no  common  analytical 
power."— Professor  Croom  Robertson  in  the  Examine}:  _^%  , 

Swete  (Horace),  M.D. 

VILLAGE    HEALTH.     Small  cro^nl  8vo.         {In  the  press. 

*^*  This  Work  will  be  a  Practical  Hand-book  of  Sanitary  Know- 
ledge for  residents  in  the  countiy,  landowners,  clergymen,  &c. 

Taylor  (Rev.  J.  W.  Augustus),  M.A. 

POEMS.     Fcap.  8vo.     5^. 

"  There  is  a  fine  spirit  of  contemplation  in  these  poems,  and  the  imagination 
of  the  author,  which  is  singularly  chastened  from  worldly  passions,  and  unsolicited 
by  the  love  of  display,  appears  to  offer  a  graceful  and  helpful  support  to  the 
philosophy  which  leans  upon  It  with  a  confidence  proper  to  antique  times."- 
Faii  Mall  Gazette. 

Taylor  (Colonel  Meadows),  C.S.I.,  M.R.I. A. 

SEETA.     A  Novel.     3  vols. 

"Well  told;  native  life  Is  admirably  described,  and  the  petty  Intrigues  of 
native  rulers,  and  their  hatred  of  the  English,  mingled  with  fear  lest  the  latter 
should  eventually  prove  the  victors,  are  cleverly  depicted." — Athoiceiiiii. 

"  Thoroughly  Interesting  and  enjoyable  reading." — E.xami)ier. 

THE  CONFESSIONS  OF  A  THUG. 

TARA:  a  Mahratta  Tale. 

RALPH  DARNELL. 

TIPPO    SULTAN. 

New  and  Cheaper  Edition  in  vol.  crown  Svo.  with  Fronti.spiece. 
Each  6i-. 
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Tennyson's    (Alfred)    Works.      Cabinet   Edition. 

Ten  Volumes.     Each  with  Portrait,  price  2s. 

Bound  in  crimson  cloth.     With  a  Frontispiece  to  each  Volume. 

Cabinet  Edition,  io  vols.  Complete  in  handsome  Orna- 
mental Case,  28j-. 

Tennyson's  (Alfred)  Works.      Author's  Edition. 

To  be  completed  in  Five  Monthly  Volumes,  commencing  May  i. 

This  Edition  will  be  in  crown  octavo,  printed  on  superfine  paper, 
with  handsome  margins,  in  clear,  old-faced  type — each  volume 
containing  a  Frontispiece — and  will  be  elegantly  bound,  either  in 
cloth  gilt,  bevelled  boards,  or  in  Roxburgh  binding,  with  top 
edges  gilt. 

Cloth  gilt,  6s.  each  ;  half -morocco,  Roxburgh  style.  Is.  6d.  each. 

Vol.  I.  will  contain — ■ 

EARLY  POEMS,  and  ENGLISH    IDYLLS,     [May  i. 

Vol.  II. 
LOCKSLEY  HALL,  LUCRETIUS,  and  other  Poems. 

{June  I. 

Vol.  III. 
THE    IDYLLS    OF   THE    KING   {Complete).         {July  i. 

Vol.  IV. 
THE    PRINCESS,  and   MAUD.  {Aitgust  i. 

Vol.  V. 
ENOCH  ARDEN,  and  IN   MEMORIAM.     [September  i. 

The  other  forms  in  xuhich  Mr.  Tennysoiis  Works  are  published  are : — 

POEMS.     Small  8vo.     6s. 

MAUD,  and  other  Poems.     Small  8vo.     y.  6d. 

THE    PRINCESS.     Small  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

IDYLLS    OF    THE    KING.     Small  Svo.     5^. 

IDYLLS    OF    THE    KING.     Collected.     Small  Svo.     7^. 

THE  HOLY  GRAIL,  and  other  Poems.    Small  Svo.   4^.  6d. 

GARETH    AND    LYNETTE.     Small  Svo.     3^. 

ENOCH    ARDEN,  &c.     Small  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  ABOVE  WORKS. 
Square  Svo.     Cloth,  3^-.  6d. 

SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  ABOVE  WORKS. 
Square  Svo.     Cloth  extra,  4^-. 

SONGS  FROM  THE  ABOVE  WORKS.  Square  Svo. 
Cloth  extra,  35-.  <bd. 
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Tennyson's  (Alfred)  Works — continued. 
IN    MEMORIAM.     Small  8vo.    4J. 

LIBRARY  EDITION  OF  MR.  TENNYSON'S 
WORKS.     6  vols.     Post  8vo.     los.  6d.  each, 

POCKET   VOLUME    EDITION    OF    MR.   TENNY- 
SON'S   WORKS.      II  vols.     In  neat  case,  31 J-.  6(/. 
Ditto,     ditto.     Extra  cloth  gilt  in  case,  35 j. 
POEMS.     Illustrated  Edition.     4to.     25^. 

Thomas  (Moy). 

A  FIGHT  FOR  LIFE.  Crown  8vo.  With  Frontispiece. 
3^.  6d. 

This  is  one  of  the  volumes  of  the  Cornhill  Library  of  Fiction. 

"An  unquestionable  success." — Daily  Neivs. 

"  Of  the  vigour,  the  sustained  energy-,  the  animation,  there  cannot  be  two 
opinions." — A  i^ieiueiun. 

Thomson  (J.  T.),  F.R.G.S. 

HAKAYIT  ABDULLA.  The  Autobiography  of  a  Malay 
Munshi,  between  the  years  1808  and  1843,  containing  Sketches 
of  Men  and  Events  connected  with  the  English  Settlements  in  the 
Straits  of  Malacca  during  that  period.     Demy  8vo.      12^. 

This  Autobiography  shows  how  unfeigned  and  unfailing  esteem 
may  be  generated  in  the  native  mind  by  just  conduct  and  refined 
manners.  The  opinions  and  views  expressed  by  an  intelligent  and 
well-disposed  native  such  as  Abdulla,  on  events  passing  among  his 
fellow-countiymen,  give  an  insight  into  their  motives,  prejudices, 
partialities,  hatreds,  superstitions,  and  other  impulses,  in  a  manner 
never  to  be  thoroughly  attained  by  an  European. 

Thompson  (A.  C.) 

PRELUDES  :  a  Volume  of  Poems.  Illustrated  by  Elizabeth 
Thompson  (Painter  of  "  The  Roll  Call"). 

THOUGHTS    IN    VERSE.     Small  crown  8vo.      is.  6d. 

This  is  a  collection  of  verses  expressive  of  religious  feeling,  written 
from  a  Theistic  stand -point. 

"All  who  are  interested  in  devotional  verse  should  read  this  tiny  volume." — 
Acade/itj. 

Thring(Rev.  Godfrey),  B.A. 

HYMNS  AND  SACRED  LYRICS,    i  vol.   Fcap.  8vo.   ^s. 

"  Many  of  the  hymns  in  the  charming  volume  before  us  have  already  been 
published  in  the  principal  hymnals  of  the  day,  a  proof,  as  we  take  it,  that  thej' 
have  become  popular,  and  that  the  merits  are  not  superficial  or  ordinary.  .  .  . 
There  is  an  inexpressible  charm  of  quiet  and  soothing  beauty  in  his  verses  which 
we  cannot  resist  if  we  would,  and  would  not  if  we  could,  and  what  is  still  better, 
so  penetrating  and  peaceful  is  the  devotional  spirit  which  breathes  through  his 
poems  and  from  them,  that  we  feel  all  the  better— less  in  a  worldly  frame  of 
mind,  and  more  in  a  heavenly  mood— after  reading  them." — English  Churchman. 
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Todd  (Herbert),  M.A. 

ARYAN  :  or,  the  Story  of  the  Sword.     A  Poem.     Crown  8vo. 

Traherne  (Mrs.  Arthur). 

THE  ROMANTIC  ANNALS  OF  A  NAVAL 
FAMILY.     Crown  Svo.     \os.  ^d. 

"Some  interesting  letters  are  introduced ;  amongst  others,  several  from  the 
late  King  William  l\." —Spectator. 

"Well  and  pleasantly  told." — Evening Stmidard. 

Travers  (Mar). 

THE  SPINSTERS  OF  BLATCHINGTON.  A  NoveJ. 
2  vols.     Crown  Svo.     lis. 

"  A  pretty  story.     Deserving  of  a  favourable  reception." — Graphic. 
"A  book  of  more  than  average  merits." — Exajuiner. 

Trevandrum  Observations. 

OBSERVATIONS  OF  MAGNETIC  DECLINATION 
MADE   AT    TREVANDRUM    AND    AGUSTIA    MAL- 

LEY  in  the  Observatories  of  his  Highness  the  Maharajah  of 
Travancore,  G.C.S.I.,  in  the  Years  1852  to  i860.  Being  Trevan- 
drum Magnetical  Observations,  Vohnne  I.  Discussed  and  Edited 
by  John  Allan  Brow^n,  F.R.S.,  late  Director  of  the  Observatories, 
With  an  Appendix.     Imp.  4to.     Cloth,  ^3  3^-. 

*^*  -jj^g  Appendix,  containing  Reports  on  the  Observatories  and 
on  the  Public  Museum,  Public  Park  and  Gardens  at  Trevandrum, 
pp.  xii.  116,  may  be  had  separately.     Price  2.\s. 

"  The  title  of  the  v/ork,  vi^hich  is  a  handsome  volume,  quarto,  600  pages,  at 
first  sight  would  appear  to  indicate  a  dry  collection  of  tables  and  figures.  Some 
of  these  of  course,  are  necessary  ;  but,  in  addition  to  them,  there  Is  a  considerable 
amount  of  most  interesting  matter  to  the  general  reader  in  the  descriptions  of 
the  adventures  and  troubles  of  a  scientific  man  in  Southern  India,  while  the 
magnetician  and  physicist  will  find  much  to  occupy  his  attention  in  the  various- 
results  which  Mr.  Brown  has  so  clearly  brought  out  in  his  discussion  of  the 
( observations,  and  in  the  description  of  the  very  ingenious  instruments  he  con- 
structed and  employed  in  his  researches."— G.  M.  Whipple,  in  the  Academy. 

Turner  (Rev.  Charles). 

SONNETS,      LYRICS,      AND       TRANSLATIONS. 

Crown  Svo.     4^-.  6^. 

"  Mr.  Turner  is  a  genuine  poet ;  his  song  is  sweet  and  pure,  beautiful  in 
expression,  and  often  subtle  in  thought." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"The  light  of  a  devout,  gentle,  and  kindly  spirit,  a  delicate  and  graceful 
fancy,  a  keen  intelligence  irradiates  these  thoughts." — Contemporary  Review. 

Tyndall  (J.),  LL.D.,  F.R.S. 

THE  FORMS  OF  WATER  IN  CLOUDS  AND 
RIVERS,  ICE  AND  GLACIERS,  With  Twenty-six  Illus- 
trations.    Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     ^s. 
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Umbra  Oxoniensis. 

RESULTS  OF  THE  EXPOSTULATION  OF  THE 
RIGHT  HONOURABLE  W.  E.  GLADSTONE,  in  their 
Relation  to  the  Unity  cf  Roman  Cathohcism.    Large  fcap.  8vo.    5^. 

Upton  (Roger  D.),  Captain  late  9th  Royal  Lancers. 

NEWMARKET  AND  ARABIA.  An  Examination  of  the 
Descent  of  Racers  and  Coursers.  With  Pedigrees  and  Frontispiece. 
Post  8vo.     9J. 

"  It  contains  a  good  deal  of  truth,  and  it  abounds  with  valuable  suggestions." 
— Saturday  Bevie^y. 

"A  remarkable  volume.  The  breeder  can  well  ponder  over  its  pages."— 
Beirs  Life. 

"  A  thoughtful  and  intelligent  book.  .  .  .  A  contribution  to  the  history  of  the 
horse  of  remarkable,  inte/est  and  importance." — Bailys  Magazine. 

Vambery  (Prof.  Arminius),  of  the  University  of  Pesth, 
BOKHARA  r     ITS     HISTORY    AND     CONQUEST. 

Demy  8vo.      \%s. 

This  work  is  the  first  and  only  History  of  Bokhara  accessible  to 
the  public.  It  has  fallen  to  the  lot  of  the  writer  to  write  about  as 
well  as  to  traverse  regions  where  he  had  scarcely  any  or  absolutely 
no  predecessors.  He  has  consulted  (i)  historical  works,  partly 
edited  and  translated  by  Orientalists,  partly  (2)  in  the  original  MSS. ; 
(3)  new  or  unknown  MSS.  brought  back  from  Central  Asia  by  the 
most  recent  travellers. 

"  We  conclude  with  a  cordial  recommendation  of  this  vahiable  book." — Saturn 
day  Rei'iew. 

"Almost  every  page  abounds  with  composition  of  peculiar  merit." — Morning 
Post. 

Vanessa.     By  the  Author  of  "  Thomasina/'  &c.    A  Novel. 

Second  Edition.   2  vols.   Cr.  8vo.   2is. 

"  .  .  .  .  But  the  book  has  other  characters  besides  Amy  Mertoun,  plenty  of 
subsidiary  heroines,  with  heroes  to  match,  and  they  all  fit  comfortably  into  a 
xery  pretty  and  interesting  story." — Times. 

"  The  authoress  of  '  Thomasina  '  is  one  of  our  cleverest  and  very  pleasantest 
lady  writers.  .  .  .  We  record  with  pleasure  our  opinion  that  there  is  no  falling 
off  either  in  the  power  or  interest  of  her  stories.  '  Thomasina  '  was  less  painful, 
but  '  Vanessa '  is  more  interesting.  .  .  .  The  characters  are  very  nicely  con- 
ceived and  sustained,  and  we  notice  one  striking  advance  upon  the  drawing  of 
those  in  '  Thomasina,'  that  the  men  are  nearly  as  life-like  as  the  women." — 
Spectator. 

Vaughan  (Rev.  C.  J.),  D.D. 

WORDS  OF  HOPE  FROM  THE  PULPIT  OF  THE 
TEMPLE    CHURCH.     Third  Edition.    Cro\\'n  8vo.     5^. 

"  Able,  lucid,  and  thoroughly  practical." — Standard. 

"Quiet,  scholarly,  ingenious,  natural,  spiritual,  evangelical  and  earnest" — 
British.  Quarterly  Review. 

THE    SOLIDITY   OF   TRUE    RELIGION,   and  other 
Sermons  Preached  in  London  during  the  Election  and  Mission 
Week,  February,  1874.     Crown  8vo,     3.?.  6d. 
F 
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FORGET  THINE  OWN  PEOPLE.  An  Appeal  for 
Missions.     Crown  8vo.     y.  6d. 

"  Faithful,  earnest,  eloquent,  tender,  and  large-hearted." — British  Quarterly 
Review. 

THE  YOUNG  LIFE  EQUIPPING  ITSELF  FOR 
GOD'S  SERVICE.  Being  Four  Sermons  Preached  before  the 
University  of  Cambridge,  in  November,  1872.  Fourth  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     3j-.  dd. 

"  Has  all  the  writer's  characteristics  of  devotedness,  purity,  and  high  moral 
tone." — London  Quarterly  Review. 

"As  earnest,  eloquent,  and  as  liberal  as  everything  else  that  he  writes." — 
Examiner. 

Vincent  (Capt.  C.  E.  H.),  late  Royal  Welsh  Fusiliers. 

ELEMENTARY  MILITARY  GEOGRAPHY,  RE- 
CONNOITRING, AND  SKETCHING.  Compiled  for  Non- 
commissioned Officers  and  Soldiers  of  all  Arms.  Square  crown 
8vo.     2s.  6d. 

It  is  all-important  that  every  soldier  should  be  able  to  read  a 
military  map,  if  not  absolutely  to  execute  a  masterly  sketch  ;  to 
know  exactly  to  what  points  he  should  direct  his  attention  in  an 
enemy's  country.  To  provide  a  portable  key  to  such  knowledge  is 
the  object  of  this  little  book. 

"  This  manual  takes  into  view  the  necessity  of  every  soldier  knowing  how  to 
read  a  military  map,  in  order  to  know  to  what  points  in  an  enemy's  country  to 
direct  his  attention  ;  and  provides  for  this  necessity  by  giving,  in  terse  and 
sensible  language,  definitions  of  varieties  of  ground,  and  the  advantages  they 
present  in  warfare,  together  with  a  number  of  useful  hints  in  military  sketching." — 
l^aval  and  Military  Gazette. 

RUSSIA'S  ADVANCE  EASTWARD.  Based  on  the 
Official  Reports  of  Lieutenant  Hugo  Stunun,  German  Military 
Attache  to  the  Khivan  Expedition.  To  which  is  appended  other 
Information  on  the  Subject,  and  a  Minute  Account  of  the  Russian 
Army.     With  Map.     Crown  8vo.     ds. 

Lieutenant  Stunun  was  the  only  recognized  foreign  participator  in 
Russia's  advance  Eastward,  which  caused  such  alarm  in  England. 
The  book  is  an  expressly  authorized  translation  of  his  reports  to  the 
German  Government. 

"Captain  Vincent's  account  of  the  improvements  which  have  taken  place 
lately  m  all  branches  of  the  service  is  accurate  and  clear,  and  is  full  of  useful 
material  for  the  consideration  of  those  who  believe  that  Russia  is  still  where  she 
was  left  by  the  Crimean  war." — Athenceutn. 

Vizcaya  ;  or,  Life  in  the  Land  of  the  Carlists. 

VIZCAYA ;  or,  Life  in  the  Land  of  the  Carlists  at  the  Out- 
break of  the  Insurrection,  with  some  Account  of  the  Iron  Mines 
and  other  Characteristics  of  the  Country.  With  a  Map  and  Eight 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.     Qj. 

This  work  owes  much  of  its  interest  to  the  history  it  gives  of  the 
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Carlist  Insurrection,  from  its  early  unimportant  beginning  through 
its  growth  to  its  fulness  in  the  year  1873-74. 

"  Contains  some  really  valuable  information,  conveyed  iii  a  plain  unostenta- 
tious manner." — Atherueam. 

"  Agreeably  WTitten.  .  .  .  People  will  read  with  interest  what  an  English 
party  thought  and  felt  when  shut  up  in  Portugalete  or  Bilbao  ;  the  sketches  will 
give  a  good  idea  of  those  places  and  the  surroundings,  and  the  map  will  be  useful 
if  they  feel  inclined  to  study  the  recent  operations." — C alburn's  United  Service 
Magazifie. 

Vogel  "(Prof.),  Polytechnic  Academy  of  Berlin. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  LIGHT  AND  PHOTO- 
GRAPHY.   Being  a  Volume  of  the  International  Scientific  Series. 

Vyner  (Lady  Mary). 

EVERY  DAY  A  PORTION.  Adapted  from  the  Bible 
and  the  Prayer  Book,  for  the  Private  Devotions  of  those  living  in 
Widowhood.  Collected  and  Edited  by  Lady  Mary  Vyner.  Square 
crown  8vo.     Elegantly  bound,  5j-. 

"  Now  she  that  is  a  widow  indeed,  and  desolate,  trusteth  in  God." 

*'  An  excellent  little  volume." — John  Bull. 

"  Fills  a  niche  hitherto  unoccupied,  and  fills  it  with  complete  fitness." — • 
Literary  Churchman. 

"  A  tone  of  earnest  practical  piety  runs  through  the  whole,  rendering  the  work 
well  suited  for  its  purpose." — Rock. 

"  The  adaptations  are  always  excellent  and  appropriate." — Notes  and  Queries. 

Waiting  for  Tidings. 

WAITING    FOR    TIDINGS.     By  the  Author  of  *' White 
and  Black."     3  vols.     Crown  8vo.     ^is.  6d. 
"An  interesting  novel." — Vanity  Fair. 
"Avery  lively  tale,  abounding  with  amusing  incidents." — John  Bull. 

Wartensleben  (Count  Hermann  von),  Colonel  in  the 

Prussian  General  Staff. 

THE  OPERATIONS  OF  THE  SOUTH  ARMY  IN 
JANUARY  AND  FEBRUARY,  1871.  Compiled  from  the 
Official  War  Documents  of  the  Head -quarters  of  the  Southern 
Army.  Translated  by  Colonel  C.  H.  von  Wright.  With  Maps. 
Demy  8vo.     6j. 

THE     OPERATIONS     OF     THE      FIRST     ARMY 

UNDER    GEN.    VON    MANTEUFFEL.     Translated  by 
Colonel  C.  H.  von  Wright.   Uniform  with  the  above.   DemySvo.  9J. 

These  works  form  separate  volumes  of  Messrs.  Henry  S.  King 
and  Co.'s  Military  Series. 

"Very  clear,  simple,  yet  eminently  instructive,  is  this  history.  It  is  not  over- 
laden with  useless  details,  is  written  in  good  taste,  and  possesses  the  inestimable 
value  of  being  in  great  measure  the  record  of  operations  actually  witnessed  by 
the  author,  supplemented  by  official  documents."— ^M^«<PK»f. 
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Wedmore  (Frederick)^ 

TWO    GIRLS.     2  vols.     Crown  8vo.     2is. 

"A  carefully  written  novel  of  character,  contrasting  the  two  heroines  of  one 
love  tale,  an  English  lady  and  a  French  actress.  Cicely  is  charming  ;  the  in- 
troductory description  of  her  is  a  good  specimen  of  the  well-balanced  sketches 
in  which  the  author  shmes."— At  he  nceutn. 

Wells  (Captain  John  C),  R-N. 

SPITZBERGEN  —  THE  GATEWAY  TO  THE 
POLYNIA;  or,  A  Voyage  to  Spitzbergen.  With  numerous 
Illustrations  by  Whymper  and  others,  and  Map.     8vo.     2is. 

This  narrative  of  Arctic  Expedition,  by  one  who  actually  took 
part  in  it,  is  preceded  by  a  long  introductory  chapter,  containing  a 
concise  history  of  Arctic  Exploration. 

"  Straightforward  and  clear  in  style,  securing  our  confidence  by  its  unaffected 
simplicity  and  good  sense." — Saturday  Review. 

"  A  charming  book,  remarkably  well  written  and  well  illustrated." — Standard. 

"  Not  only  a  lively  narrative,  well  illustrated,  of  an  Arctic  voyage,  it  is  also  a 
very  complete  manual  of  Polar  exploration."-  Gtiardtan. 

WHAT    'TIS    TO    LOVE.     By   the   Author  of   "Flora  Adair," 
"The  Value  of  Fosterstown."     3  vols.     Cr.  8vo.     ;^is.  6d. 

"  Worthy  of  praise  :  it  is  well  written  ;  the  story  is  simple,  the  interest  is 
well  sustained  ;  the  characters  are  well  depicted." — Edinburgh  Courant. 

Whittle  (J.  Lowry),  A.M.,  Trin.  Coll.,  Dublin. 

CATHOLICISM  AND  THE  VATICAN.  With  a 
Narrative  of  the  Old  Catholic  Congress  at  Munich.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     4^.  6d. 

"We  may  cordially  recommend  his  book  to  all  who  wish  to  follow  the  course 
of  the  Old  Catholic  movement." — Saturday  Review. 

Wilberforce  (Henry  W.) 

THE  CHURCH  AND  THE  EMPIRES.  Historical 
Periods.  Preceded  by  a  Memoir  of  the  Author  by  John  Henry 
Newman,  D.D.,  of  the  Oratory.   With  Portrait.    Post  8vo.    \os.  6d. 

"The  literary  relics  preserved  by  Dr.  Newman  are  varied  in  subject  as  in 
character.  They  comprise  an  eloquent,  though  somewhat  empirical,  treatise  on 
the  formation  of  Christendom  ;  two  masterly  reviews  of  Champigny's  too  little 
known  works.  .  .  Henry  William  Wilberforce  was  a  man  of  strong  opinions, 
and  in  all  he  wrote  gave  expression  to  the  judgments  of  a  powerful,  if,  possibly, 
an  undetermined  mind." — Sta?idard. 

Winterbotham  (Rev.  R.),  M.A.,  B.Sc. 

SERMONS  AND  EXPOSITIONS.    Crown  8vo.     ^s.  ed. 

Wilkinson  (T.  Lean). 

SHORT  LECTURES  ON  THE  LAND  LAWS. 

Delivered  before  the  Working  Men's  College.     Crown  8vo.     2s. 

"  A  very  handy  and  intelligible  epitome  of  the  general  principles  of  existing 
land  \2iVis." Standard. 
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Williams  (Rev.  Rowland),  D.D. 

LIFE  AND  LETTERS  OF  ROWLAND  WIL- 
LIAMS, D.D.,  with  Selections  from  his  Note-books.  Edited  by 
Mrs.  Rowland  Williams.  With  a  Photographic  Portrait.  2  vols. 
Large  post  8vo.     24^. 

"  Full  and  instructive.  Large  as  it  is,  many  parts  are  interesting.  Dr.  Wil- 
lianas's  opinions  on  most  subjects  come  out  clearly.  .  .  .  The  widow  has  per- 
formed her  part  lovinglj'  and  with  taste,  presenting  the  departed  husband  in  all 
his  phases." — Athenaian. 

Wilson  (H.  Schlitz). 

STUDIES  AND  ROMANCES.     Crown  8vo.     'js.  6d.  . 

"Open  the  book  at  what  page  the  reader  may,  he  will  find  something  to 
amuse  and  instruct,  and  he  must  be  very  hard  to  please  if  he  finds  nothing  to 
.suit  him,  either  grave  or  gay,  stirring  or  romantic,  in  the  capital  stories  collected 
in  this  well-got-up  volume." — John  Bull. 

Willoughby  (The  Hon.  Mrs.) 

ON    THE    NORTH    WIND  — THISTLEDOWN.      A 

Volume  of  Poems.     Elegantly  bound,  small  crown  8vo.     Is.  6d. 

"  Very  bright,  pleasant,  and  spontaneous  verse." — Times. 

"  Moving  in  incident,  and  touching  in  treatment.  .  .  .  Her  ballads  are 
not  without  spirit,  and  a  description  of  a  fight  between  a  boy  and  a  stag  in 
'  Euphemia'  shows  genuine  force." — Athenczziin. 

Winterbotham  (Rev.  R.),  M.A.,  B.Sc. 

SERMONS    AND    EXPOSITIONS.     Crown  8vo.    -js.ed. 

Wyld(R.  S.),  F.R.S.E. 

THE     PHYSICS     AND     PHILOSOPHY     OF     THE 

SENSES;  or,    The  Mental  and    the   Physical   in   their   Mutual 
Relation.     Illustrated  by  several  Plates.     Demy  8vo.      i6s. 

The  author's  object  is  twofold  ;  first,  to  supply  a  Manual  of  the 
Senses,  embracing  the  more  important  discoveries  of  recent  times  ; 
second,  in  discussing  the  subject  of  Life,  Organization,  Sensibility, 
and  Thought,  to  demonstrate,  in  opposition  to  the  Materialistic 
Theory,  that  the  Senses  no  less  than  Reason  furnish  proof  that  an 
immaterial  and  spiritual  element  is  the  operative  element  in  nature. 

Yonge(C.  D.),  Regius  Professor,  Queen's  College,  Belfast. 

HISTORY  OF  THE  ENGLISH  REVOLUTION  OF 
1 688.     Crown  8vo.     6j. 

The  Revolution  of  1688  is  treated  as  a  continuance  and  comple- 
tion of  the  movement  begun  in  the  reign  of  Charles  I.  It  is  re- 
garded as  not  having  been  finally  completed  and  secured  till  the 
peace  of  Ryswick,  and  the  volume  ends  with  a  brief  contemplation 
of  the  consequences  and  fruits  of  the  Revolution,  among  which  the 
close  of  the  events  of  William's  reign  necessarily  find  a  place. 

"A  fair,  succinct,  useful,  and  masterly  summary  of  the  main  causes,  circum- 
stances, and  history  of  the  Revolution,  and  not  without  some  striking  comments 
on  its  effects." — Standard. 
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Youmans  (Eliza  A.) 

AN  ESSAY  ON  THE  CULTURE  OF  THE  OB- 
SERVING POWERS  OF  CHILDREN,  especially  in  con- 
nection with  the  Study  of  Botany.  Edited,  with  Notes  and  a 
Supplement,  by  Joseph  Payne,  F.C.P.,  Author  of  "Lectures  on 
the  Science  and  Art  of  Education,"  &c.      Crown  8vo.     2.s.  6d. 

"  This  study,  according  to  her  just  notions  on  the  subject,  is  to  be  funda- 
mentally based  on  the  exercise  of  the  pupil's  own  powers  of  observation.  He 
is  to  see  and  examine  the  properties  of  plants  and  flowers  at  first  hand,  not 
merely  to  be  informed  of  what  others  have  seen  and  examined." — Fall  Mall 
Gazette. 

FIRST  BOOK  OF  BOTANY.  Designed  to  cultivate  the 
observing  powers  of  Children.  With  300  Engravings.  New  and 
Enlarged  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     5^. 

The  beginner  is  here  introduced  to  the  study  of  Botany  by  the 
direct  observation  of  vegetable  forms.  The  pupil  is  told  very  little, 
and  from  the  beginning  throughout  he  is  sent  to  the  plant  to  get  his 
knowledge  of  it.  It  aims,  moreover,  at  the  systematic  cultivation 
of  the  observing  powers. 

"It  is  but  rarely  that  a  school-book  appears  which  is  at  once  so  novel  in  plan, 
so  successful  in  execution,  and  so  suited  to  the  general  want,  as  to  command 
universal  and  unqualified  approbation,  but  such  has  been  the  case  with  Miss 
Youmans'  First  Book  of  Botany.  .  .  It  has  been  everywhere  welcomed  as  a 
timely  and  invaluable  contribution  to  the  improvement  of  primary  education." — 
Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Zimmern  (Helen). 

STORIES  IN  PRECIOUS  STONES.  With  Six  Illus- 
trations.    Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     5^. 

"A  series  of  pretty  tales  which  are  half  fantastic,  half  natural,  and  pleasantly 
quaint,  as  befits  stories  intended  for  the  young." — Daily  Telegraph. 

"  A  pretty  little  book  which  fanciful  young  persons  will  appreciate,  and  which 
will  remind  its  readers  of  many  a  legend,  and  many  an  imaginary  virtue  attached 
to  the  gems  they  are  so  fond  of  wearing." — Post. 


Recently  Published  and  forthcoming 
Works. 

LETTERS    FROM    CHINA    AND    JAPAN.      By  L.    D.  S. 

I  vol.  crown  8vo. 

SHELLEY  MEMORIALS,  from  Authentic  Sources.  Edited  by 
Lady  Shelley.  With  (now  first  printed),  an  Essay  on  Chris- 
tianity, by  Percy  Bysshe  Shelley.  Third  Edition.  With  a 
Steel  Engraved  Portrait.     Crown  8vo.     5^-. 

THE  PRIVILEGE  OF  PETER  LEGALLY  AND  HIS- 
TORICALLY EXAMINED,  and  the  Claims  of  the  Roman 
Church  Compared  with  the  Scriptures,  the  Councils,  and  the 
Testimony  of  the  Popes  themselves.  By  the  Rev.  Canon  R.  C. 
Jenkins,  M.A.    Fcap.  8vo.    3^-.  6d. 

Second  Edition. 

IRVING  AS  HAMLET.  By  E.  R.  Russell.  Demy  8vo. 
sewed,      is. 

"  It  is  not  so  much,  however,  in  throwing  new  light  on  the  performance  to 
those  who  know  the  performance  well  that  Mr.  Russell  excels  ;  it  is  in  seizing 
the  individuality  of  the  actor,  and  sketching  very  vividly  for  all  readers  the 
outline  and  manner  of  his  representation."— ^ca^^jKj/. 

THE     HISTORY     OF    THE    EVOLUTION     OF     MAN. 

By  Dr.  E.  Haeckel.  Translated  by  E.  A.  J.  Van  Rhyn  and 
L.  Elsberg,  M.D.  (University  of  New  York),  with  Notes  and 
Additions  sanctioned  by  the  Author.     Post  8vo. 

New  Edition. 
THE  CHILDHOOD    OF    THE  WORLD  :    a  Simple  Account 
of  Man  in  Early  Times.     By  Edward  Clodd,  F.R.A.S.     Crown 
8vo.    3J. 

"  Likely  to  prove  acceptable  to  a  large  and  growing  class  of  readers." — Pall 
Mall  Gazette. 

"The  book  is  one  which  very  young  children  could  understand,  and  which 
grown-up  persons  may  run  through  with  pleasure  and  advantage." — Spectator. 

A  Special  Edition  for  Schools,  price  ij-. 

THE  CHILDHOOD  OF  RELIGIONS.  By  Edward  Clodd, 
F.R.A.S.,  Author  of  ''The  Childhood  of  the  World."  Crown 
8vo.     5j. 
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CHRIST  AND  HIS.  CHURCH:  a  Course  of  Lent  Lectures 
delivered  in  the  Parish  Church  of  Holy  Trinity,  Paddington.  By 
the  Rev.  Daniel  Moore,  M.A.  Vicar  of  Holy  Trinity,  and 
Chaplain  in  Ordinary  to  the  Queen.     Small  crown  8vo,     3^.  dd. 

THE  LIFE,  TIMES,  AND  TRAVELS  OF  ABRAHAM  . 

By  the  Rev,  R.  Allen,  M.A.     Post  8vo.  cloth,  with  Map. 

THE  DOCTRINE  OF  ANNIHILATION  IN  THE  LIGHT 
OF  THE  GOSPEL  OF  LOVE.  Five  Discourses  by  the 
Rev.  J.  Baldwin  Brown,  B.A.,  Author  of  *'The  Higher  Life," 
&c.     Crown  8vo. 

SIR  THOMAS  MUNRO,  BART.,  K.C.B,  sometime  Governor 
of  Madras.  A  Selection  from  his  Minutes  and  other  Ofificial 
Writings.     Edited  by  Sir  Alexander  Arbuthnot. 

MINOR  TACTICS.  By  C.  Clery,  Captain  32nd  Light  Infantry, 
Professor  of  Tactics  Royal  Military  College,  Sandhurst.  Demy 
8vo.  with  26  Plans,     ids. 

MONEY,  AND  THE  MECHANISM  OF  EXCHANGE. 

By  Professor  W.  Stanley  Jevons.     Crown  8vo. 

A  YACHTING  CRUISE  IN   THE  SOUTH  SEAS.     By  C. 

F.  Wood.     Demy  8vo.  with  six  Photographic  Illustrations. 

THE  INNER  LIFE  OF  SYRIA,  PALESTINE,  AND 
THE  HOLY  LAND.  By  Mrs.  Richard  Burton.  With 
Photographic  Portraits  of  Captain  Burton  and  the  Author,  and 
with  Coloured  Illustrations  and  Map.     Demy  8vo. 

POEMS.     By  the  Rev.  A.  NoRRis.     Fcap.  8vo.     5j. 

LOVE  ME  OR  LOVE  ME  NOT.  By  Mrs.  Francis  G. 
Faithfull,     3  vols.  8vo.  cloth. 

«•  HEALEY,"  a  Romance.     By  Jessie  Fothergill.     3  vols. 

THROSTLETHWAITE,  a  Romance.    By  Susan  Morley.    3  vols. 

New  Poetry. 

SONGS  OF  TWO  WORLDS.  Third  Series.  By  a  New 
Writer.     Fcap.  8vo.     5^-. 

TIMOLEON :  a  Dramatic  Poem.  By  James  Rhoades.  Fcap. 
8vo.     5^. 


CHISWICK   VRESS  : — PRINTED   BY  WHITTINGHAM   AND  WILKINS, 
TOOKS   COURT,    CHANCERY    LANE. 
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